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Mouseketeers know Mickey’s own Mickey Mouse Shoes 
are extra soft and comfortable. They’re so flexible you feel 
sure-footed as a deer. And the full cushioned insole 
lets you walk on clouds. They’re tough, too, 

for lasting wear...and so good looking. Tell mother 
about the Mouseketeers’ Special Shoes. 
They're only $4.95 to $6.95 
depending on size. 










Just like the Mouseketeers wear 
on the Friday Talent Roundup! 
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autographed picture of Mickey Mouse 
himself! Just send post card for name of 
nearest dealer where your free ring and 
White for girls... picture are waiting for you. Offer good 
black for boys until April 1, 1957. Mail to: 
About $6.95 and $7.95 


depending on size. Trimfoot Terrace 
“inegoor Farmington, Ma 
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Warren E. Garst, James R. Simon. 


Tim Considine and Tommy Kirk, as Frank 
and Joe Hardy, are in for some surprises 
when they try to trap a ring of car thieves. 
The color photograph on our cover, and the 
pictures on pages 18-25, are by Phil Fahs. 


Other color photographs are the work of the 
following photographers: Indian Lore, 
Chuck Grizzle; The Raccoon, Roy E. Disney, 





The new young stars of television 
and motion pictures shown on these 
pages are of different ages; they have 
different backgrounds and _ special 
abilities. Yet all have one thing in 
common: they have all reached suc- 
cess through serious study, hard 
work and practice in developing their 
particular talents. 

Hal Stalmaster, who plays the 
leading role in the forthcoming film, 
Johnny Tremain, is studying for a 
career in acting. He also takes lessons 
in singing and piano. His only other 
acting experience has been his por- 
trayal of the young Bob Richards, 
clergyman and Olympic pole vaulter, 
ona TV show. 

Luana Patten, one of Walt Dis- 
ney’s earliest child discoveries (Song 
of the South and So Dear to My 
Heart) plays Cilla in Johnny 
Tremain. Luana believes that one can 
learn a great deal by reading. She 
feels that by becoming a better in- 
formed person she can become a bet- 
ter actress. 

The other young stars shown on 
these pages, including the seven new 
Mouseketeers who joined the Mickey 
Mouse Club TV show this year (see 
opposite page), all “arrived” by 
working hard and long and by study- 
ing to develop their talents. 


4 


Luana Patten and Hal 
Stalmaster play major 
roles in Johnny ‘Tremain. 


new 
young 
stars 
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Snub-nosed, seven-year-old Kevin Corcoran plays Moochie and David Stol- 
lery again appears as Marty in The Further Adventures of Spin and Marty. 








Tim Considine (right) who gained fame as Spin in Spin and Marty, enacts 
the role of Frank in The Hardy Boys. Tommy Kirk has the part of Frank’s 
brother Joe, while Carole Ann Campbell plays Iola in this exciting story. 





LARRY LARSEN won his place with the 
Mouseketeers with his dancing ability. 
He specializes in tap and modern jazz 
dancing but also has real ability as a 
singer and actor. 


EILEEN DIAMOND, Whose specialties are 
modernistic and ballet dancing, dates 
her entertainment career from the time 
when she took dancing lessons with 
Mouseketeer Doreen Tracy. 
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SHERRY ALLEN began dancing lessons at 
two-and-a-half, and was soon making 
public appearances. She was a “Red 
Feather Kid” for the Community Chest 
and was once chosen to be a cover girl. 
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CHERYL HOLDRIDGE, a blonde, fun-lov- 
ing performer, recently danced in the 
motion picture version of Carousel. Her 
talents include singing, tap, ballet and 
toe dancing and acting. 
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All 
MARGENE STOREY is a very accomplished 
dancer. There is hardly a dance step 
that she can’t execute. To round out her 


CHARLEY 
artistic training, she is also taking les- | 


sons on the piano and the guitar. Y ! 
CHARLEY LANEY includes singing, trum- 
pet and drum playing, tap, ballet and 
modern dancing among his talents. He 
began taking dancing lessons at three. 
He won his first dance contest at five. 





JAY-JAY SOLARI has appeared in motion 
pictures, television and on the stage. 
His specialty is tap dancing, but he can 
also sing and act. A part in a Dragnet 
film is one of his pleasant recollections. 





GHOST TOWN GRAVEYARD. 











‘THE TIRING CLIMB TO THE TOP. 





GEHEosT Town 


by Chuck Grizzle 


The piercing ring of the alarm clock 
broke the silence of the desert night. 
Clayton Mallon and David Shivers 
rubbed their eyes, unzipped their 
sleeping bags and sat up. 

What a crazy place for an alarm 
clock, thought Clay, away out here 
in the desert, miles from civilization. 
And what an hour to get moving— 
three o’clock in the morning. 

He and Dave had planned for 
months for their week-end adventure 
into the dry and sandy Inyo Moun- 
tains of California. They had heard 
of Cerro Gordo, a city high ona moun- 
tain peak. In the 1870’s, 80’s and 90’s 
it had been a busy community of al- 
most 2,000 people. Now, however, it 
was a lonely, deserted ruin. A ghost 
town. This was their destination. 

As Dave drove the car along the 
desert road, his thoughts were on the 
hike which they would have to make 
from the desert floor up to the ghost 


town, now almost 7,000 feet above 
them. He thought, too, of the stories 
he had heard—how, in 1868, Mexi- 
cans had discovered silver there, and 
how the town had grown and lived 
for fifty years till the mines “ran dry” 
and were finally closed. Then the 
folks just simply moved away, leav- 
ing their homes, places of business 
and sometimes even their furniture 
and personal belongings. 

The early morning was black and 
moonless when they left the car to 
start their long hike. They checked 
their supplies: pork and beans, spa- 
ghetti, muffins, cans of fruit, soup, 
cook kit, sleeping bags, knife, first- 
aid kit, extra flannel shirts, and 
finally the most important, a canteen 
full of water. 

After two hours of climbing, the 
sun had risen and shone hotly down 
upon them. 

“Look Dave,” said Clay suddenly. 





“There it is. Cerro Gordo!” 

Yes, there it was, a silent, dead 
town. There were a number of old 
shacks and houses still standing. 
They could also see a hotel, grocery 
store, stables, bunkhouses, and the 
mine buildings. The largest building 
they knew to be the tram-house 
where silver ore used to be loaded 
into steel buckets which were sent 
down the mountainside by cables—a 
modern piece of machinery which 
hdd been added in 1908. In the early 
days before that, the ore had to be 
taken down the steep, winding road 
in wagons, a most difficult job. 

Starting to explore, the boys found 
a pot-bellied, cast iron stove in almost 
every building. In the kitchen of the 
hotel was a woodburning cook stove 
15 feet long. 

They went out on the main street, 
examining ruins, and then hiked over 
the hillsides around the town. About. 
sundown they came upon the original 
Cerro Gordo cemetery where the 
lonely graves were marked by crosses 





and unreadable head boards. 

As the thought of supper came to 
them, they began looking for a place 
to build a fire. A half-ruined cobble- 
stone chimney and an adobe brick 
fireplace proved just the thing. Pres- 
ently the tantalizing odor of pork 
and beans made their mouths water. 
Dinner had never tasted better. 

Before darkness settled they found 
two iron beds in a hotel room. They 
carried them out on the front porch 
and placed their sleeping bags on the 
rusty springs. Later, as they bedded 
down for the night, the sage hens be- 
gan cackling and a coyote howled at 
the moon. 

Now the boys felt a chill as a sharp 
wind rose. The evening grew cold and 
the dry old structures around them 
creaked and groaned in the sweeping 
breeze. 

“Clay,” called Dave suddenly, his 
voice cracking in a half whisper, 
“Look over there!” 

Clay looked. 

“Somebody’s in that cabin.” 





Illustrated by ART RILEY 


For a long moment the boys 
studied the lighted window about 200 
yards away. It looked as if a candle 
or a fire was burning inside the 
ruined, vacant home. 

“What knotheads we are,” said 
Dave finally. “That's just the reflec- 
tion of the moon. Don’t you remem- 
ber? That’s the shanty that still has 
a window with glass in it.” 

The sun was high when they awoke 
next morning, but the town was still 
in the shadow of nearby Buena Vista 
Peak. They cooked breakfast, packed 
their gear and started back down the 
mountain. 

“We'll never know the full story 
of Cerro Gordo,” said Clay thought- 
fully. ‘‘All those people living there, 
and now they’re all gone. It seems 
strange—and mysterious. But I guess 
that’s the way with a ghost town. 
You go there and you feel it—the 
strangeness of a place once bustling 
with people, now empty and dead.” 

“I’m glad we went,” said Dave. 
“‘We’ll never forget Cerro Gordo.” 


Malificent’s grim home is over there— 
Her ugly pets are on the wing! Beware! 


Here Sleeping Beauty lies bewitched, held captive in sleep's deep aby 
The curse will only be dispelled when true love wakes her with a ki 





The three good fairies hover o’er the royal cradle, 
Determined to outwit Malificent—if they are able! 


To thwart the evil fairy’s curse, the King’s command 
Is “Burn all spinning wheels throughout the land!” 


Malificent’s black art conjures a magic spinning wheel 
Prick your finger on the spindle and your senses reel 


Her shadow’s on the wall ahead! Her evil’s all about! 
Malificent will get you—if you don't watch out! 


Malificent has cast her spell! No one remains awake. 
So now she calls her demons up, to help her celebrate. 


But in fable and in life, 
Tho’ deeds be dar! 

Have faith, for Good will triumph 
When the hour 











How Railroads began... by Bill Peet 


Ever since the wheel was first invented, men have tried 
to find ways to make it turn faster. For centuries, the 


could move enormous weights. Properly harnessed, 


steam might provide a form of transportation greatly 
speed of the wheel was only as fast as that of a man, an superior to the horse. 


ox or a horse. Then, in the 1700’s, man discovered that 


The first steam-powered vehicle to make its appear- 
steam could be a source of great power. When it was 


ance had a short, but very exciting trial run in 1769 in 


temporarily confined, and then suddenly released, it the city of Paris. It was a bulky, three-wheeled affair 








with an engine like a big teakettle. 
When it came snorting down the 
street, puffing clouds of smoke and 
steam like an angry dragon, the poor 
Parisians fled in terror. Finally, as it 
rounded a street corner, the metal 
monster turned over and blew to 
pieces. Irate police seized the unfor- 
tunate inventor and clapped him into 
prison for endangering lives and 
property. 

But other inventors were not dis- 
couraged. A variety of road engines 
and steam cars followed. Oddly 
enough, the wheel was not the only 
means of locomotion to be tried. One 
steam engine propelled a row of steel 
legs and feet, imitating the action of 
@ group of running men. But the 
metal legs would not remain in step, 
$0 passengers were jolted unmerci- 
fully. And the roads would not stand 
this heavy abuse. 

Weight was a major problem in all 
these early steam cars, for highways 
of the period were designed only for 
horse and wagon traffic. The answer 
seemed to be rails. 

Wooden rails were already being 
used in hauling coal from mines. A 


rail-coach was developed in 1825, 
but it was horse-drawn. It had one 
great advantage over an ordinary 
stage coach: the horse, after an up- 
hill pull, could climb on a special 
platform and enjoy a comfortable 
ride whenever the coach coasted 
downhill, guided by its rails. 

In another experiment with rails, 
horsepower was abandoned in favor 
of airpower. This was the sail car. It 
was a clever idea, but it wasn’t 
always easy sailing. There was no 
way to control the wind. Sometimes 
the passengers found themselves be- 
calmed between stations. At other 
times a shift in the wind would bring 
the car right back where it started 





from. So, very soon, this form of 
travel came to a standstill. 

At last, in 1829, the steam engine 
and the railroad were brought to- 
gether by George Stephenson, an 
English inventor and engineer. His 
locomotive, called the Rocket, was 
first used for hauling coal cars. But 
in a short time the Rocket was 
adopted by the Liverpool and Man- 
chester Railroad and used as a pas- 
senger train. It whizzed across the 
country side at the breath-taking 
speed of 15 miles per hour, increasing 
the pace of commerce and trade. 
More important, it held promise of 
even greater advances in railroading 
in the years to follow. 


illustrated by BILL PEET 








of a brave mouse 


Jaq Souris, the author of this article, whose portrait 

appears at left, has had a long and distinguished career as 
Chief Cheese-Taster at the Royal Palace. We are 

proud that he has agreed to leave his official duties long 


enough to tell us the inside story of how he and his friend Octavius Campagnol 
rescued Cinderella from the domination of her wicked stepmother. 


If there’s anything that makes me 
mad it’s to hear someone say “Oh, 
he’s timid as a mouse.” What makes 
people think we're so timid? There 
are lots of brave mice, and clever 
ones, too. I should know. I’m a 
mouse. My name is Jaq and I come 
from a long line of heroes. 

Why one of my ancestors on my 
mother’s side (a Greek mouse named 
Aristarchus) found a lion caught in 
a snare one day. Old Aristarchus felt 
sorry for Leo. (Did I remember to 
tell you the lion’s name was Leo? 
Well, it was.) So Aristarchus gnawed 
through the ropes of the snare and 
let Leo go. Can you imagine a cat 
being brave enough to free a lion? 
No indeed! 

Later on, Aristarchus went to live 
with a man named Aesop. He told 
Aesop all about Leo and Aesop made 
the story into a fable. You may have 
read it. It’s called “The Lion and 
the Mouse.” 

And then there was my great-great- 
great-great-great grandfather on my 
father’s side. He was a Roman mouse 
named Scipio, and he lived in the 
palace of the consul, Claudius Nero. 
(My family have always had aristo- 
cratic friends.) Claudius and Scipio 
were quite chummy and used to 
while away the long summer evenings 
swapping stories and eating grapes. 
When Rome was attacked by the 
great general Hannibal, who brought 
along 40 elephants just to terrify the 
Roman people, great-great-great- 
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great-great grandfather Scipio saved 
the day by stampeding those ele- 
phants and frightening Hannibal out 
of his wits. Hannibal had forgotten 
that elephants are scared of mice. 

And I’ve had my adventures, too. 
Once I helped a beautiful girl marry 
a handsome prince and live happily 
ever after. 

It all started when I was a very 
young mouse. I lived, with my 
brothers and sisters and cousins and 
uncles and aunts, and even a few mice 
who weren’t directly related to me, 





— THE Epirors 


in an old mansion. As all mice do, we 
had our problems. There was a big, 
mean cat named Lucifer who lived in 
the house, too, and let me tell you, he 
kept us all on our toes every second. 
But there was a beautiful girl who 
was good to all us mice. She saw that. 
we had plenty to eat, and whenever 
Lucifer tried to catch us she would 
move right in and stop him. You may 
have heard of this girl. Her name was 
Cinderella. 

I’m sure many of you know 
Cinderella’s story —how her wicked 


Cinderella did all she could to make life in the old mansion pleasant for us. 








Cindy protected us from Lucifer the cat, 

and saw that we all had plenty to eat. So we 
were happy when the fairy godmother sent 

her to the ball in an enchanted pumpkin coach. 


stepmother made her work and slave 
all day and wouldn’t let her go to the 
ball at the palace. And how a good 
fairy appeared and sent her to the 
ball in a magic pumpkin coach, wear- 
ing an enchanted dress. You’ll 
remember that Cinderella met the 
Prince at the ball and he fell in love 
with her. But of course when the 
clock struck twelve poor Cindy had 
to run away before all the magic 
could vanish. 

What you might not know is that 
the Prince might never have found 
Cinderella after that wonderful 
magical evening if it hadn’t been for 
me and my friend Octavius (we 
called him Gus for short). 

Well, it was this way. The morning 
after the ball, the Grand Duke was 
chasing around the kingdom trying 
to find a girl who could wear the 
little glass slipper Cinderella had 
dropped when she ran from the 
palace. The King was pretty angry 
with him for letting Cindy get away 
before the Prince could propose mar- 
riage, and the Duke knew he’d have 
to find the girl—or else! 

When the stepmother heard that 
the Duke was out trying a glass 
slipper on young ladies, and that the 
young lady who fitted the slipper 
would marry the Prince, she rustled 
her two ugly daughters out of bed 
ina hurry and had them dressed and 
ready when the Duke knocked at the 
door. But first, she took the trouble 
to lock Cinderella in her room. She 
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knew who it was the Prince had 
danced with and she wasn’t going to 
give poor Cindy a chance to try on 
that slipper. 

Gus and I watched her come down- 
stairs to greet the Grand Duke, the 
key to Cinderella’s door tucked into 
her pocket. It was a desperate situa- 
tion. And it was up to Gus and me 
to do something about it! 

We could see the whole thing from 
our hiding place in a teacup on the 
table—the stepmother smirking at 
the Grand Duke and the two ugly 
sisters trying to jam Cindy’s tiny 
slipper on their great big feet. We had 
to act fast. Quick as a wink I jumped 
right into the stepmother’s pocket. 
There was the key sure enough. I 
hoisted it up to Gus—it was heavy, 
you can bet. Just then the step- 
mother moved away from the table. 
The stepmother guessed it was Cindy Down: We Went: Gus and Lata the 
who had danced with the prince. key, down the skirt of the step- 
mother’s dress, skidding across the 
slippery floor to the door. So far so 
good. But there were still two steep 
flight of stairs to climb with that key 
before we could set Cinderella free. 

Up we went, step after step, lug- 
ging that heavy key. I tell you, we 
were two pretty winded mice when 
we finally reached Cindy’s door. 
Then, just when we were about to 
shove the key under the door to 
Cindy, who turns up but that pesky 
Lucifer! 

I’m pretty quick on my feet, so I 
got away from that dratted cat, but 
poor Gus was too fat to move very 
fast. Lucifer got him—key and all. 

We tried everything to make Luci- 
fer let go of Gus. I bit him on the tail 
and all my cousins and brothers and 
sisters and uncles and aunts joined 
forces. We rushed him with every- 
thing we had—forks, lighted candles, 
everything. Lucifer wouldn’t budge. 
He had poor Gus and he had the key 
and he wasn’t going to let go. 

Just when things seemed hopeless, 
rescue arrived. 

Bruno, Cindy’s dog, had been 
sleeping in the courtyard. He’d been 
awakened by all the uproar and came 
loping up to see what was the matter. 
When he saw Lucifer there outside 
Cindy’s door he didn’t hesitate a 
second. He lunged at the cat. Lucifer 
won some kind of award for a stand- 
ing high jump that day. He went 





The stepmother locked Cindy in her room. 








The ugly sisters were up and 
dressed to meet the Grand Duke. 












—- 
Gus and I lugged the key up the long stairway to Cindy’s door. 
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straight up in the air about seven feet, then lit out for 
the window with Bruno hot on his heels. Gus and I 
shoved the key under the door, and in a moment Cindy 
was out and running down the stairs. 

“Your Grace, please wait,” she called to the Grand 
Duke. “May I try on the slipper?” 

You should have seen the stepmother’s face. 
attention to her. It’s only Cinderella, our 
maid.” She tried to hurry the Grand Duke out the door. 

“Madam,” he said, “my orders were to try the slip- 
per on every maiden.” You could tell he was pleased as 
could be. He led Cinderella to a chair and called for his 
servant to bring the glass slipper. 

The stepmother still wasn’t giving up. She stuck her 















cane out in front of the servant as he crossed the room. 
He tripped on it, of course, and down went the slipper, 
smashed to a thousand pieces. 

“Oh, no, no!” cried the Duke. “Thi: 
will the King say?” He was in tears. 

“But perhaps if it would help,” said Cinderella, “I 
have the other slipper.” And so she had—in her apron 
pocket. 

Well, Cindy went off and married her prince. But she 
didn’t forget her old friends. We all had new clothes to 
wear to the wedding and we were invited to live at the 
palace. Of course, we all accepted the invitation. After 
all, not every mouse can live in a palace—especially a 
palace where no cats are allowed! 






















“I have the other slipper,” said Cinderella. And so she had, in her apron pocket. The Grand Duke was overjoyed. 
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Skin paintings record exciting, 
important events. This one, done 
by Iron Eyes, reproduces two 
originals by famous Indians. 








INDIAN LORE 


Tron Eyes Cody is a Cherokee. A representative of a proud and often 
misunderstood people, he has dedicated his life to telling the story of 
the first American—the Indian. 

The Indian of yesterday was free. He lived where he chose, depend- 
ing of course on his food supply. But he was more than a wanderer and 
hunter. Often he was an artist. The utensils he fashioned and the cloth- 
ing he wore were practical and useful. But they could also be very 
beautiful. 

Tron Eyes, his wife Yewas, and their sons are pictured at right. They 
live surrounded by reminders of their distinctive heritage. In the Cody 
home are Indian relics, paintings, blankets and rugs. Iron Eyes is always 
glad to show visitors what he calls his Moosehead Museum, in the bas 
ment of his home. It contains the weird masks of the False Face Society 
of the woodland Indians, peace pipes and beadwork of the plains 
Indians, and the personal belongings of many famed chiefs. The skin 
painting shown above is part of this collection. Beginning in the center 
and reading counter-clockwise, it tells of the journey of an Indian 
trader. Around the outer areas of the skin is the story of Custer’s Last 
Stand, as it was originally told by Chief Sitting Bull. 
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Each feather in the war bonnet of the plains Indian stands for an act of heroism in battle. 





These brooches once adorned the cos 
tumes of Iroquois maidens. They are al 
least 300 years old. The silver coins of 
the missionaries were hammered into tra- 
ditional designs by Iroquois craftsmen 


In the center is the peace pipe which once belonged to Two Gun 
White Calf, who posed for the Indian head on the buffalo nickel 





In Iron Eyes’ collection are the strange masks which the 
woodland tribes used during their ceremonial dances. 








The further adventures of the Hardy Boys... 


THE SHORE ROAD MYSTERY 


by Franklin W. Dixon... adapted from the book of the same name 


Tens of millions of Hardy Boys books 
have been bought and read to date by 
boys and girls, and yet the demand 
keeps growing year by year as each 
new title comes out. In this conden- 
sation of one of their most exciting 
mysteries the editors of the Mickey 
Mouse Club Magazine have tried to 
capture all the thrills of the original 
story, as the Hardy Boys take dan- 
gerous chances to trap a ring of car 
thieves. If you find this brief version 
exciting, you will want to read not 
only the whole original book, but all 
the rest of the Hardy Boys books 
which are published by Grosset & 
Dunlap. © by Harriet S. Adams, 1956. 


“It sure is a mystery how those cars 
disappeared?’ said Frank Hardy. . 

“T’ll say it is;’ replied his brother Joe. 
“Two cars last week and two the week 
before that and one the week before that?’ 

The two boys were pedaling their 
bicycles along the Shore Road that 
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skirted Barmet Bay, just out of Bayport, 
on a sunny Saturday afternoon. 

“People aren’t parking their cars on 
the Shore Road now;’ observed Frank, 
looking up along the curving stretch of 
highway. “Every car that was stolen 
was taken from somewhere along this 
stretch of beach’ 

“Tt beats me how the thieves got away 
with them? Joe turned out to avoid a 
puddle. “None of them were seen com- 
ing into Bayport and there’s been no 
trace of them at the other end of the 
road. Chief Collig told Dad that Martin 
reported his car missing within ten 
minutes after it was stolen, and they 
closed Shore Road at both ends right 
away. The car never showed up any- 
where. Dad says they couldn’t possibly 
have gotten off the road in ten minutes. 
It’s just as if the cars vanished into 
thin air’ 

Fenton Hardy, the boys’ father, was 
a famous detective. Often he and Chief 
Collig, the head of Bayport’s police 
force, got together to “talk shop?’ Frank 
and Joe both maintained a lively inter- 
est in crime and detection, for each of 


them wanted to follow in their famous 
father’s footsteps. 

Now, as they bicycled along the 
deserted road, they talked further about 
the auto thefts. Here was a real mystery 
right in their own home town. Wouldn’t 
it be wonderful if they could find some 
clue to the identity of the thieves! 

At that moment a man came running 
up from the beach, shouting and waving 
his arms at them. 

“‘Why that’s Isaac Fussy;’ said Frank, 
braking to a stop. “Look at him dancing 
around. Wonder what's the matter’’ 

“Anything wrong?” Joe called out. 

“After ’em! After ’em!” shouted the 
man, his face crimson with rage. “Chase 
’em, lads!” 

“Chase who? What’s the matter Mr. 
Fussy?” 

“Thieves! That’s what’s the matter. 
They took my car’ 

Frank straightened up, a gleam in his 
eye. “How long ago, Mr. Fussy?” 

“Not ten minutes ago. I was startin’ 
out in my boat to fish. I just looked back 
in time to see somebody drivin’ away in 
it. An outrage!” Mr. Fussy waved his 





arms and shouted again, “After ’em!” 

“J don’t think we’re going to catch 
your car with these bikes?’ Frank 
couldn’t restrain a smile. “But we'll ride 
up to Dodd’s farm and phone the police. 
They can set up roadblocks within a 
few minutes’ 

“Hurry}’ cried Mr. Fussy, as the boys 
rode off. “And don’t forget to tell them 
to come and get me;’ he called as an 
afterthought. “I don’t want to walk 
back to Bayport?” 

“We won't forget;” called Joe as he 
crouched over the handlebars. 

The boys were excited and elated. If, 
as Mr. Fussy said, the car had just been 
driven away, there was a good chance 
the police could spot it before it van- 
ished as the other stolen autos had. 

The bikes slanted over to the side as 
they took the turn from Shore Road 
into the narrow lane leading to the 
Dodd farm. 

“What's going on over there?” said 
Joe suddenly. “There’s a state trooper 
and three men over in the farmyard” 

“And a big car, too,’ said Frank. 

“Perhaps the trooper met the auto 
thieves!” ventured Joe. “But that 
doesn’t look like Mr. Fussy’s car” 

As the two boys rode into the barn- 
yard they saw a boy running toward 
them. They recognized Jack Dodd, a 
quiet, likable lad who was in many of 
their classes at Bayport High. 

“Hi!” Jack called to them. They saw 
that there was a worried expression on 


his face. “What brings you away out 
here today?” 

“Hunting trip?’ said Joe, with a curi- 
ous glance toward the state trooper. The 
officer was standing by the fence with 
Mr. Dodd and two strangers. Their 
voices were raised in argument. 

“Hunting trip?” Jack was puzzled. 

“Hunting for auto thieves; Frank 
explained. “Isaac Fussy’s car was stolen 
a few minutes ago. We rode in here to 
report the theft” 

“What’s that?” the trooper left the 
group at the fence and joined the boys. 
“Another car stolen?” 

“Yes, sir. A big Cadillac. Belongs to 
Isaac Fussy. We passed him just after 
it was taken and told him we’d report 
it—oh, and that we’d send somebody 
down to Shore Road to pick him up”’ 

“T’'ll phone it on?’ said the trooper, 
turning toward the house. “We just 
found one stolen car, anyway?’ 

“T tell you I didn’t steal it!” declared 
Mr. Dodd heatedly. “I haven’t the least 
idea how that car got there” 

The Hardy boys glanced question- 
ingly at Jack Dodd. 

“Those men are detectives,’ he said, 
in a low voice. “They came here with 
the trooper a little while ago” 

“Did they really find a stolen car 
here?” asked Joe. 

Jack nodded. “They found one all 
right, but how on earth it got here, I 
don’t know. It’s a Packard and some- 
body must have driven it in and left it 
among the bushes behind the barn. We 
never noticed it.’ 

“Do they suspect your father?” 
Frank was concerned for his friend. 

“I don’t know. The worst part of it is 
that they found my fishing rod in back 
of the car. I don’t know howit got there” 

The state trooper came back out of 
the farmhouse. He confronted Mr. 
Dodd, who stood against the fence. 
“We've sent for the technicians to come 
out from the city?’ he said. “They'll go 
over the car for fingerprints—and any- 
thing else they can find. Meanwhile, I’ll 
stay here and wait for them?” 

He turned to the Hardy boys. “I’ve 
phoned Chief Collig about Mr. Fussy’s 
car and they’ve closed both ends of 
Shore Road, but I doubt that it will do 
much good. A squad car will pick Mr. 
Fussy up and take him back to Bayport. 
Guess there’s no reason for you kids to 
hang around here” 

“We don’t mind. We've got time;’ said 
Frank. 

“Better get back to Bayport’ The 
trooper seemed nettled. 

Joe and Frank turned toward their 
bikes. Jack Dodd went with them. 

“Do you think your dad’s really in 
trouble,’ Joe asked Jack. 

“T hope not?’ The boy replied. “I know 
he didn’t steal that car. He just couldn’t 
have. My dad never did a mean or dis- 
honest thing in his life” 

“T know he didn’t,’ Frank reassured 


Jack. “Don’t worry. The truth is bound 
to come out, and your dad will be all 
right” 

The Hardy boys mounted their bi- 
cycles and pushed off, down the dusty 
lane. To them, the mystery of the auto 
thieves had suddenly become an imme- 
diate, personal problem. 

The following Monday, Frank and 
Joe noticed that Jack Dodd’s place in 
class was empty. 

“T wonder if the police have done any- 
thing about Mr. Dodd;’ Joe said to 
Frank. “He was sure worried on 
Saturday” 

“JT don’t blame him?’ Frank replied. 
“Tt must have looked mighty suspicious 
for that car to be there on the farm:’ 

“Hey, you guys!” the boys were 
hailed by their friend Chet Morton as 
they walked down the hall. Chet came 
up to them, his face glowing with the 
knowledge of being one of the first with 
important news. 

“Have you heard?” he asked. 

“Heard what?” Joe asked. 

“About Jack’s father?” 

“No. What happened?” 

“Mr. Dodd was arrested last night for 
stealing Martin's car. He’s in jail right 
now. That’s why Jack isn’t in school 
today. Guess he couldn’t face every- 
body” 

There was a low whistle of consterna- 
tion from Frank. 

“That's a shame;’ he declared indig- 
nantly. “I’m positive Mr. Dodd didn’t 
have anything to do with those car 
thefts’ 

“But the car was found on his farm;’ 
Chet pointed out. “You can’t blame the 
police for taking him in”’ Chet was an 
avid mystery story fan, and lapsed into 
the “official” jargon of the police force 
at every opportunity. 

“It's too bad Jack’s father has to be 
the goat;’ Joe remarked, “Everybody’s 
raising such an uproar I guess the police 
had to do something to show they’re on 
the job:’ 

The boys walked together down the 
corridor. 

“Joe, let’s ride out after school and 
see Jack Dodd;’ Frank said. “We might 
be able to do something to help him” 

“Good idea. We can call Aunt Ger- 
trude from the corner drug store, so we 
won’t have to go home first” 

As soon as classes were dismissed for 
the day the Hardy boys climbed on 
their bikes and set out for the Dodd 
farm on the Shore Road. They caught 
sight of a dejected-looking Jack sitting 
on the doorstep of the house as they 
rode into the farmyard. 

“Hi, Jack!” Joe tried to make his 
voice cheery. 

“Hi!” Jack rose to his feet and waved 
a feeble greeting. 

“Guess we'd better not beat around 
the bush, Jack,’ Frank remarked, lean- 
ing his bike against the fence. “We 
heard in school today that your dad 
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was picked up for the auto thefts’ 

“Yes” Jack slumped back on the door- 
step. “The police came and got him this 
morning. He’s being held for $3,000 
bail on suspicion of grand larceny” 

“Tough luck, Jack, But surely he 
couldn’t possibly be convicted?” Frank 
tried to comfort his friend. 

“No}’ the boy replied. “I don’t sup- 
pose he could. But his arrest satisfies a 
lot of people. Meantime he’s in jail’” 

“Can’t you get him out on bail?” Joe 
asked. 

“Where would we get $3,000?” Jack 
said hopelessly. “We've been making a 
living out of this farm for the past few 
years—just!”” 

“I’m sorry,’ Frank breathed. 

“Sure, fellows. I know. But it may be 
a long time before the cops find out who 
did steal those cars. Meantime my dad’s 
got to sit in jail. And Mom feels pretty 
bad about it, you can bet.” 

“Come on, Frank, we’d better be 
heading for home}’ said Joe after the 
three had talked a while longer. 

Once out on the road again, Joe 
turned to his brother. 


smiled. “It’s Jack Dodd” ‘ 

“Jack Dodd? The son of that farmer 
they picked up for the car thefts?” 

“Yes, Dad? Joe broke in. “But we 
don’t think the farmer had anything to 
do with it. We were out there at the farm 
on Saturday when the police found that 
car behind his barn. I’m sure he didn’t 
know anything about it” 

“Really, now?” Fenton Hardy looked 
at his youngest son fondly. 

“Yes; Frank chimed in. “He just 
couldn’t have stolen those cars.’ 

“Why couldn’t he? Why are you so 
sure he’s innocent, Frank?” 

“Look, Dad. We've both known Jack 
Dodd for a long time. He’s a regular 
guy —a straight-shooter. If his father 
was a crook, we just don’t think he’d be 
like that. Besides ..”” 

“Besides what, Frank?” Fenton 
Hardy was interested. 

“Besides, if he was in on a bunch of 
auto thefts, he’d have the $3,000 to put 
up for bail. He wouldn’t have to sit in 
jail” 

“There’s something in what you say,’ 
Mr. Hardy smiled at Frank. “Unless it’s 





The boys examined the gleaming, new convertible. Whose could it be? Surely no 
one but a stranger would take a chance and park an open car on the Shore Road! 


“T’ve got an idea I think we might 
work out,’ he said, beginning to explain 
it. 

That night the boys approached their 
father who sat in his study going over 
the notes on his current case. 

“Dad}’ Joe opened the conversation, 
“we'd like to get your help on some- 
thing” 

“Well, boys, you know I’m always 
glad when you bring me your problems’ 
Fenton Hardy put aside his papers and 
gave his sons his attention. 

“What seems to be the trouble? Noth- 
ing wrong at school, I hope?” 

“No, Dad, it isn’t that simple Frank 
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just a clever trick to put the law off 
guard.” 

“No, I don’t believe it could be that. 
It just doesn’t fit, Dad” 

“Well; the detective asked, “what do 
you want to do about it?” 

“We want to get him out of jail— 
home to Jack and Mrs. Dodd. It isn’t 
right for him to stay cooped up there 
for some indefinite time, when he’s 
innocent,’ 

“That's a good idea;’ Mr. Hardy 
replied. “How do you propose to go 
about it?” 

“If we could put up his bail, he could 
go home;’ said Joe. 


“Put up his bail?” Fenton Hardy 
snapped upright in his chair. “Where 
do you propose to get $3,000?” 

“We have $3,000)’ said Frank. 

“Oh, have you now? What do you 
mean?” 

“Tn our college fund, Dad. You know.’ 

“You mean you're willing to risk the 
money that’s been put away for your 
education on this man Dodd?” 

“Yes, Dad.’ Joe was firm now. “It isn’t 
as if we were spending it, is it? If we 
put it up for bail it just means that we'll 
get it back when Mr. Dodd shows up for 
his trial, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes, Joe. Provided Mr. Dodd shows 
up for his trial?’ 

“He will,’ said Frank. “We've talked 
it all over and we're sure of it!’ 

“So you want me to take that money 
that’s been earmarked for your college 
and bail Mr. Dodd out. Is that it?” 

“Yes Dad. We’re sure he’s innocent.’ 

“Well, boys. I’ve never known you to 
be wrong about a person. But I’ll have 
to think about this a bit. Let me have 
till morning. I'll let you know then. 
Okay?” 

“Okay, Dad” The two boys got up 
and left the study. They had gained 
more in that brief interview with their 
father than they had at first dared to 
hope. 

Next morning breakfast was a silent 
meal. Mr. Hardy ate the griddle cakes 
Aunt Gertrude set before him without 
comment. He seemed to have forgotten 
the conversation the boys had had with 
him the night before. 

Finally, he pushed back his chair and 
laid his napkin on the table. 

“Come on, boys,” he said with a grin. 
“We'd better be getting downtown if we 
want to get Mr. Dodd out of jail?” 

“Dad! You mean you'll do it?” Joe 
was jubilant. 

“If you say so, I'll do it?” 

“Gee. You're great”’ Joe almost threw 
himself into his father’s lap, then 
restrained himself at the last minute 
and made a dignified exit from the 
kitchen. 

Fenton Hardy was as good as his 
word. He went with the boys to the 
bank, and then to the office of the Dis- 
trict Attorney, where they put up the 
$3,000 for the release of Mr. Dodd. 
pending trial. 

“T don’t know how to thank you)’ the 
man said when he was released. “I'd 
have been in jail right up to the time of 
my trial. You won’t have cause to regret 
this, I promise you” 

“So my boys tell me)’ Mr. Hardy said. 
“T hope they’re right?” 

The Hardys drove Mr. Dodd out to 
his farm on the Shore Road. As soon as 
he had left the car the detective turned 
to his sons. 

“All right, boys. You’ve done your 
good deed for the day. How about a 
little school, now?” 

“Sure, Dad. Let’s go’’ Frank said. 


When the boys left school that after- 
noon, the papers on the corner news- 
stands were headlined with the news of 
yet another car theft. 

“Oh, oh!” Joe breathed. “They would 
have to wait till Mr. Dodd was out of 
jail before they stole another one”” 

“Got a dime for a paper, Joe?” Frank 
asked. 

“Sure, Frank. I’ll buy one” 

Under the banner headline was the 
story of the car theft which had taken 
place that morning. A Cadillac had 
been taken from Bayport’s main street, 
“from right under the noses of the police 
force?’ as the indignant editorial put it. 

“Guess they’ve abandoned the Shore 
Road as a happy hunting ground)’ said 
Frank. 

“JT don’t suppose they can find any 
cars out there}’ said Joe. “No one will 
park there anymore’’ 

The boys walked slowly home, each 
wrapped in his own thoughts. 

Frank finally broke the silence. 

“You know, Joe. We haven’t done 
enough for Jack just getting his dad 
released pending trial. We aren’t going 
to help him unless we can prove who 
the real thieves are’’ 

“Fat chance)’ said Joe. “The whole 
Bayport police force and the state 
troopers have been working on the case 
and they haven’t gotten anywhere’”’ 

“You know why? They aren’t using 
the right bait!” 

“Bait?” Joe stopped short. “Are you 
crazy? What do you mean, bait?” 

“It’s simple. You go fishing you use 
worms, or flies, don’t you?” 

“Yes: 

“Well, we’re fishing, too. But we’re 
fishing for auto thieves. Now what bait 
do you think we need?” 

“Sure—a car!” Joe grinned, but then 
suddenly sobered. “But where are we 
going to get a car?” 

“That’s simple. We'll get Dad to buy 
us one”’ Frank looked as though it were 
simple. 

“Hey, Frank. Get hold of yourself. 
We just took $3,000 out of the bank for 
Mr. Dodd. Dad isn’t going to get us a 
car right now to use for bait!’ 

“Well, he’ll want to protect his invest- 
ment in Mr. Dodd, won’t he?” 

“Oh, brother! You’ve really got it bad, 
Frank’? 

Joe was right. When Mr. Hardy 
heard Frank’s scheme that night he was 
adamant. 

“Frank, I forbid you to involve your- 
self with this case. Those men, whoever 
they are, may be desperate and dan- 
_gerous criminals. You’re already in too 
deep putting up bail for Mr. Dodd. Now 
I don’t want to hear any more about it” 

Fenton Hardy turned his back on the 
boys and picked up a sheaf of papers 
from his desk, indicating that the con- 
versation was over. 

“That was a great idea, Frank?’ said 
Joe later. “Dad really fell for it like a 








The boys decided upon a desperate, dangerous plan to discover the hiding place 


of the car thieves. Quickly they hid their bikes in a wooded field across the road. 


ton of bricks” 

“It was a good idea?’ replied Frank. 
“All we need is some cooperation” 

The next afternoon the boys rode 
their bikes out along the Shore Road, to 
Jack Dodd’s home. Their friend was no 
where in sight as they pulled into the 
barnyard, but Mr. Dodd hurried to 
meet them. 

“Come in, boys’? He smiled warmly. 
“Jack’s gone into town on an errand 
for me. But why not stop and have a 
glass of cold milk? You must be warm 
after that ride out from town”’ 

“Thanks, Mr. Dodd. That would be 
great.” Frank accepted for both boys. 

“How have things been going?” Joe 
asked, when the boys were seated in the 
comfortable, roomy farmhouse kitchen, 
with Mrs. Dodd pouring the cold milk 
into tall, sparkling glasses. 

“Not so good;’ the farmer replied. 
“The car that was stolen yesterday dis- 
appeared after I was released on bail. Of 
course, as Mrs. Dodd told the police, I 
was here all the time. Just the same, 
the whole thing doesn’t look too good 
for us” 

“Never you mind, John;’ Mrs. Dodd 
patted her husband’s shoulder. “They 
just can’t believe that you’re in on some 
wild car-stealing scheme. It'll all come 
right if we have faith—wait and see’’ 

“Of course it will, Mrs. Dodd;’ said 
Frank. “The real thieves are bound to 
be caught and then everyone will know 
Mr. Dodd’s innocent” 

When the boys had finished their 
milk they stood up to go. Mr. Dodd 
tried to be cheerful as he watched them 


leave and ride down the lane, but it was 
obvious to the boys that he was very 
worried. 

“That's a shame,’ said Joe. “He didn’t 
have anything to do with all this mess, 
and look at the trouble he’s in’ 

The boys turned out of the Dodd lane 
and headed back toward town, racing 
along the almost deserted Shore Road. 
Suddenly Frank pulled up short and 
motioned his brother to stop. 

“Well I'll be...” Frank was flabber- 
gasted. 

“You'll be what?” said Joe, puzzled. 

“Look! Down there by the cove. A 
parked car?” 

On the grassy strip between the Shore 
Road and the little cove which was a 
favorite haunt for Bayport anglers stood 
a handsome new Ford convertible. 

“Whoever owns that car is certainly 
taking a chance leaving it there’’ 

Pushing their bikes before them, the 
boys approached the parked car. 

“Nice job,’ Joe commented, running 
a finger over the chrome trim. 

“Yes. Wonder who owns it?” 

“Must be a stranger in town. No one 
who knew about the car thieves would 
leave an open car out here on the Shore 
Road” 

Frank pointed out toward Barmet 
Bay. “That must be the owner out 
there” 

Far out on the bay a small boat 
floated idly. The boys could make out 
the figure of a man fishing. 

“Maybe we should stay here, Frank, 
but out of sight. And the crooks might 
come along” 
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“I’ve got a better idea)’ said Frank. 
“Look—he opened his trunk when he 
took out his fishing gear and forgot to 
lock it again. It’s plenty big. We could 
get in there and stay out of sight, and 
if thieves take the car they’ll be taking 
us too—only they won’t know it!” 

“Well, but Frank, that’d be pretty 
dangerous’’ Joe was dubious. 

“Yes, but if we can find out where the 
car thieves are taking the stolen autos 
we can save this one—and maybe all 
the others that have been taken. And we 
can clear Mr. Dodd’’ 

The mention of their friend’s father 
was all that was needed to convince Joe. 
In a few moments he and Frank had 
hidden their bicycles in a small, wooded 
field across the road. After looking care- 
fully up and down the road to make 
sure, they weren’t observed, the boys 
raised the door of the trunk and slid 
inside, Frank stuffed his handkerchief 
into the lock to prevent the lid from 
closing completely and sealing them in- 
side the trunk. 

“We're going to look pretty silly when 
that guy comes back and starts to put 
his fishing gear away; muttered Joe. 
“What will we tell him—we started to 
get sunstroke and this was the only spot 
of shade we could find?” 

“We'll worry about that when the 
time comes. Keep quiet. You.don’t want 
anyone to hear you!” 

‘The two boys lay in silence for a long 
time. Finally Joe whispered, “I’m wear- 
ing out my knees and elbows. This 
floor’s hard!” 

“Sh! Someone’s coming!” 

The boys heard the door of the road- 
ster open. There was a creak of springs 
as someone sat behind the wheel, then 
an odd, scratching sound that went on 
for several minutes. 

“He’s crossing the ignition wires to 
start the car!” breathed Frank softly. 
“Boy, are we in luck! Caught our crook 
on the first try”’ 

“He’s not caught yet;’ whispered Joe. 

The engine roared into life, and the 
boys felt the car lurch backward, toward 
the road. They bounced and jolted back 
and forth, unable to brace themselves 
properly in the confined space of the 
luggage compartment. But they hardly 
minded, for there was wild joy and 
excitement rising inside them. 

“Kidnaped!”’ whispered Frank 
exultantly. 

Once on the road, the car set off at a 
rapid pace. For about five minutes it 
held to the Shore Road, then suddenly 
swerved to the right. 

Neither of the boys had any recollec- 
tion of a side road in this part of the 
country. Almost immediately they 
realized they could not be on any 
traveled thoroughfare. The car bucked 
and jolted violently. They felt them- 
selves descending a steep slope. There 
was a loud swishing of branches and the 
sharp snapping of twigs. 
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“We must be going right through the 
woods,’ mumbled Joe. 

The rear of the car went high in the 
air and came down with a crash. Frank 
and Joe were flung violently to the top 
of the trunk and Frank felt an almost 
stunning blow on the head. 

Thud! 

Another terrific jolt. The car pitched 
and tossed like a ship in a storm. 

Bang! 

A tire had blown out. But this did 
not seem to worry the driver. The car 
canted far over on one side, lurched 
forward, and then came down on all 
four wheels with a terrific impact. 

The speed of the car slackened. Then 
there was a long series of short, sharp 
bumps, as though the car were being 
driven over pebbles. Stones struck the 
fenders. 

“We're on the beach,’ said Frank. 

The jouncing and jolting lessened. 
The car traveled along the beach for a 
short distance, then turned to the left 
and ran quietly and smoothly over what 
the boys judged to be a stretch of sand. 
Then it began to climb. 

The boys noticed a peculiar, hollow 
sound. The roar of the motor seemed to 
echo from all sides. Then the car leveled 
off, slowed down, and at last came to a 
stop. 

Battered and bruised, the brothers 
crouched in their hiding place. They 
could hear the driver scrambling out of 
the front seat. Then a voice called out: 

“Ts that you, Alex?” 

“Yep” 


“What have you got?” 

“Big convertible”’ 

“Where?” 

“Down on Shore Road. Guy went 
fishing and left it?’ 

Other voices chimed in, voices that 
echoed and re-echoed, and then foot- 
steps clattered on rock. 

“A beauty!” exclaimed someone. 
“Have any trouble?” 

“None at all. Will we leave it here?” 

“There isn’t room inside. Might as 
well leave 

“Anything in the luggage compart- 
ment?” said one of the men. 

Joe clutched Frank’s arm as the boys 
heard someone approach the rear of the 
car. Suddenly a new voice was heard: 

“The boss wants us’’ 

The footsteps turned away from the 
car. The man called Alex said, “I guess 
he’s waitin’ for a report!” 

The Hardy boys sighed in relief as 
they listened to the footsteps, sharp and 
clear on the rocks at first, then fading 
away to silence. 

Frank stirred. 

“They've gone,’ he whispered. 

“What do we do now?” asked Joe. 

“Let's get out of here first. They may 
come back at any minute” 

Frank raised the lid of the trunk 
cautiously. 

The blackness without was as utter 
and complete as the darkness inside the 
trunk. He could see nothing. 

He listened for a moment, thinking 
possibly some of the gang had remained 
behind, but he heard nothing. Quickly 











The Hardy boys were tied up by the thieves and left in the cave, with only the 
light of a single, flickering candle. “We're licked, I guess; said Frank bitterly. 


he slid from the trunk to the ground. 
Joe followed. They closed the lid. 

“Where can we be?” whispered Joe. 
“I can’t see a thing. I feel as though 
I’ve gone blind’” 

“Wait a minute;’ Frank cautioned 
him. “There may be a flashlight in the 
glove compartment. Lots of drivers 
carry one” 

He groped his way along the side of 
the car until he reached the door. With- 
out opening it he felt for the glove com- 
partment. He fumbled inside, among 
what felt like a collection of old road 
maps. Wedged in the very back of the 
compartment was a cool, metallic cylin- 
der. 

“TI think I’ve got it}’ he said. Pulling 
it free, he felt along the grooved barrel 
for the switch. The flashlight clicked on. 

Both boys gasped in amazement. 
They were in a rocky passageway—a 
large cave-like tunnel. It was wide 
enough to accommodate the car, but 
there was not a great deal of leeway on 
either side. It looked like a natural tun- 
nel, although there were signs that it 
had been widened and cleared out arti- 
ficially. 

“Wow! I’ve always heard there were 
old caves in the bluffs along Barmet 
Bay, but I never really believed it until 
now,’ Joe said. 

“No wonder none of the stolen cars 
showed up,’ Frank remarked. “The 
gang just drove them right off Shore 
Road into this cave. The entrance must 
be pretty well hidden?’ He flashed his 
light along the rocky wall as he spoke. 
Ahead of the car he could see the tunnel 
slanting toward the left. 

“What’ll we do?” asked Joe. “Try to 
spy on them?” 

He spoke in a whisper, but the walls 
magnified his voice and awakened un- 
canny echoes. 

“Sure. We'd better be careful, though, 
and not make any sound?” 

Frank took the lead, stepping care- 
fully and noiselessly over fragments of 
loose rock. Every few moments he 
stopped and switched out the light, so 
they could stand in the darkness, listen- 
ing. The boys realized that they were 
dealing with a band of desperate men, 
and they had no desire to stumble on 
the auto thieves, or to reveal their own 
Presence. 

However, the boys did not hear a 
sound. There was no glimmer of light 
in the blackness before them. 

Gradually the tunnel widened out 
into a large cave. Frank swept the beam 
of the flashlight back and forth. In the 
great rocky chamber they saw three 
large pleasure cars and a small truck 
parked close to the damp, glistening 
walls. 

“The stolen cars—at last!” breathed 
Joe. 

“What a great place to hide them” 
said Frank. “Those crooks could take 
their time about fixing them up and 


changing the motor numbers here. Then 
after the uproar about the thefts dies 
down they’ll probably just drive the 
cars out of here and right through Bay- 
port. Some nerve!” 

“It would have worked too;’ said Joe. 
“Wait till Bayport hears about this. 
Come on—let’s get out of here and back 
to town” 

“I suppose we'd better)’ Frank admit- 
ted. “But I'd sure like to know where 
those men went.” 

“If we go any farther they may catch 
us. Come on, Frank, we’ve pushed our 
luck too far already?” 

But Frank walked forward into the 
big chamber, toward an opening at the 
far side. 

“It won’t hurt to poke along in here 
just a little way and see where it leads?’ 
he said. 

Joe was dubious, but he followed 
Frank into the tunnel. It was narrower 
than the one which had led them to the 
big cave. As they went on the boys found 
the roof became lower and lower, and 
the walls closer and closer together. 

“Guess this is a blind alley?’ said 
Frank. “We may as well turn back” 

He handed the flashlight to Joe, who 
led the way on the return trip through 
the tunnel. 

Suddenly there was a roar just ahead 
—a clamorous, deafening crash. The 
boys jumped. In the darkness of the 
cavern their nerves had been keyed up 
to a high pitch, and this tremendous 
clatter so startled them that for a 
moment they were almost paralyzed 
with fright. 

There followed a rattling and bump- 
ing of rocks—then silence again. 

“What was that?” exclaimed Joe. 

“Sounded to me like a fall of rock,’ 
Frank’s voice was shaky. “It seemed 
mighty close” 

Hastily the boys went forward. In a 
few moments the flashlight revealed a 
sight at which their hearts sank. Great 
boulders, ledges of rock, and a heavy 
downpouring of earth formed an 
impenetrable barrier. The passage be- 
fore them was completely closed up! 

“We're trapped!” Frank exclaimed. 

“Now we're in for it;’ muttered Joe. 
“We've got to go back the other way?’ 

Frank took the flashlight again, and 
the boys turned to retrace their steps 
along the ever-narrowing passageway. 
On they went, until they came toa place 
where there was just enough space be- 
tween jutting rocks to admit the pas- 
sage of one person. “I'll go ahead?’ said 
Frank. “If I get stuck you come in and 
pull me out.” 

He wedged himself into the opening 
between the rocks, holding the flash- 
light before him. To his surprise he 
found that although there was a blank 
wall immediately ahead, the tunnel 
turned sharply to one side. 

“It doesn’t end here;’ he called back 
to Joe. “Perhaps it leads outside” 





“Better turn the flashlight off, Joe whis- 
pered to his brother. The boys could 
hear the thieves talking. They were in 
the big cavern, getting ready to drive 
the stolen cars away. 


Joe scrambled through the narrow 
opening, and the two boys moved on 
again, cautiously. A few steps farther, 
and Frank spied a light in the distance. 
Quickly, the Hardy boy switched out 
his own light. Step by step, Frank and 
Joe moved forward toward the myster- 
ious light. Soon the boys saw that the 
passage was almost at an end. 

‘Then they heard a voice. 

Frank laid a warning hand on his 
brother's sleeve. “Quiet does it”’ 

They crept forward. 

The tunnel opened before them into 
another cave. Edging ahead as close to 
the entrance of the passage as they 
dared, the boys saw a small cave in 
which half a dozen men sat, bathed in 
the glare from a huge lamp. 

A gruff voice spoke. 

“We can run that big sedan out 
tonight. Clancy says he can do the 
repainting tomorrow and get rid of it in 
a day or so?” 

“Clancy’s smart;’ said someone else. 
“When that sedan leaves his place even 
the owner wouldn’t recognize it if you 
took him for a ride in it”) The men 
laughed, as if at a good joke. 

“Come on;’ one of the men rose from 
his seat on an upturned packing crate. 
“Let's get that convertible out of the 
tunnel so we can take the other car out. 
Dan, you'd better eat now so you won't 
have to stop on your way down the 
coast,” 

The men rose and left the cavern. The 
Hardy boys could hear their receding 
footsteps and the dimi: ing voices, 
Finally the cave was in silence. 

Frank whispered, “They’ve gone” 

“Should we go in?” questioned Joe. 

“Sure. We have to. There’s no other 
way out of here?’ 
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The cave was not so large as the one 
in which the cars were stored, but from 
the boxes scattered around and the litter 
of empty cigarette packages, burnt 
matches and old clothes lying about, it 
was clearly the meeting place of the 
gang. The boys quickly glanced around 
the walls. There was a dark opening 
through which the thieves had departed. 
No other passage was apparent, other 
than the one through which the boys 
had entered. 

“That’s a fine note)’ said Frank. 
“There’s no way out of here except 
through the tunnel those crooks took. It 
probably leads back to the cave where 
the cars are. But how can we slip past 
them and get to Bayport?” 

“We'll have to watch our chance, 
that’s all” 

Suddenly, a voice rang out, clear and 
sharp: “T’ll get the lantern. It’s right in 
here?’ 

Startled, the boys wheeled about. The 
voice seemed to be right beside them. 
Instantly, they realized that it was only 
a trick of the echoes, and that the voice 
came from the passage leading into the 
cave. 

They could hear heavy boots clump- 
ing on the rocky floor. 

“Quick! The tunnel!” whispered Joe. 

They sped across the cave toward the 
opening in the wall. But they had moved 
farther away from their hiding place 
than they realized. By the time the 
brothers reached the passage, they 
heard a cry of alarm behind them. 

“Who's that?” 

They scrambled into the tunnel. 

Another shout, footsteps across the 
floor, and then the lantern cast its beam 
directly on the entrance of the passage. 
It was a powerful light and the boys 
knew they had been seen. 

The man in the cave began shouting 
for help: 

“Gus! Sam! Come here! Quick!” 

The uproar in the cave grew in vol- 
ume as other members of the gang 
rushed to join their comrade. There was 
a hasty gabble of voices. 

“Two guys just beat it into that tun- 
nel. I saw them’ 

“Sam, go around and watch the other 
side!” ordered someone sharply. “That 
tunnel goes out into the big cave”’ 

Frank and Joe retreated beyond the 
first bend. 

“Follow them in) the man named 
Gus shouted. 

“No—wait;’ said another voice. “They 
might have guns. Try a shot first” 

Instantly, a revolver roared. Some- 
thing whizzed past Frank’s head and 
smacked against the rock. The bullet, 
aimed for the rock wall, had ricochet- 
ted across the bend and missed him by a 
hair’s breadth. 

“That was too close for comfort;’ said 
Frank anxiously. “We’re really up 
against it” 

“T guess we'll have to give up” 
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“Looks like there’s nothing else to 
do” 

He edged back toward the bend in the 
passage. 

“We give up!” he shouted. 

There was a yell of triumph from the 
cave. “Come out with your hands up” 

With their arms in the air, Frank and 
Joe stepped around the corner, into the 
glare of the big lamp. Step by step they 
advanced until, at the junction of cave 
and tunnel, they were seized by their 
captors. 

They heard a gasp of astonishment. 

“Why, it’s a couple of kids!” 
exclaimed one of the men. 

“Couple of kids!” rasped the man 
named Gus. “Do you know who we’ve 
got here?” 

“Who?” 

“The Hardy boys. Their old man’s 
Fenton Hardy, the detective!” 

The name of Fenton Hardy made a 
distinct impression on the gang. There 
were mutterings of anger and fear. 

Gus turned back to the boys. “How 
long were you two boys hidin’ in that 
tunnel?” 

“Just try to find out’ Joe answered 
bravely, though inwardly he was quak- 
ing. 

“Smart, ain’t you?” snarled Gus. 
“You won’t be so smart when we get 
through with you. Anybody got a 
rope?” 

“Here’s some’ said a man, whom 
Frank identified by his voice as Alex. 

“Give it to me. We'll tie these brats 
up and keep ’em until we figure out 
what to do with ’em”’ 

Gus snatched a length of heavy cord 
from the man who handed it to him. 
In a moment, both boys were bound and 
helpless. They were pushed and jostled 
across the rocky floor and made to sit 
against the wall at the back of the cave. 

“This is a fine mess!” grumbled Alex. 
“It ruins the whole game?” 

Gus turned on him. 

“We were going to clear out tomor- 
row anyway,’ he said. “We'll just have 
to work a little quicker, that’s all. 
Instead of sending one car tonight and 
the rest tomorrow night, we'll drive ’em 
all out right now?” 

“What about the kids?” 

“Leave ’em here” 

“They’ll starve,’ said Alex, dubiously. 

“So what?” demanded Gus. “They'd 
send us all to the clink if they could. 
They brought this on themselves, spyin’ 
around.” 

Suddenly the big lamp dimmed, then 
went out. 

“What’s the matter now? Turn on 
that light, Joe?” 

“There's somethin’ wrong with it. It’s 
gone dead, I think” They could hear the 
man tinkering at the lamp. “No use)’ he 
said at last. 

The cave was in pitch blackness. One 
of the men struck a match, which cast 
a faint light. 


“There’s candles around here some- 
where, ain’t there?” asked Gus. 

“Whole box of ’em, if I can find ’em” 
The man with the match moved off to 
fumble around in one of the boxes which 
stood nearby. 

“Here they are?’ he said finally. 

He lit one of the candles, and stood 
it in a pool of its own wax atop a box. 

“Okay;’ said Gus. “Everybody take a 
candle and let’s go check those cars. 
Make sure they’ve got plenty of gas and 
oil, and the tires are okay. Remember, 
we don’t want anybody to have to stop 
for anything once we leave here. It’ll 
be dark soon. Come on!” . 

As he talked, Gus herded the men out 
into the passage. 

The Hardy Boys were left alone in 
the light of the single flickering candle. 

“Well, we’re licked, I guess’ remarked 
Frank bitterly. “If we ever do get back 
to Bayport it won’t be until the auto 
thieves have cleared out of here with 
the cars”’ 

“It doesn’t look very bright;’ sighed 
Joe. 

Both boys stared morosely at the 
candle. 

Suddenly Frank had an inspiration. 

“If only I could get these ropes off 
my wrists!” he said. 

Frank edged over toward the candle. 
Then, with his back to the flame, he 
lowered his arms until the cord that 
bound his wrists was within an inch of 
the wick. 

Though the candle did not throw out 
much heat, the little flame seared 
Frank’s wrists and he had to clench his 
teeth to keep from crying out with the 
pain. He could hold the rope near the 
flame for a few seconds only. Then he 
withdrew it. When the scorching pain 
had subsided a little he tried again. The 
flame licked at the heavy cord, weaken- 
ing it strand by strand. 

When he could stand the burning 
heat no longer he withdrew and tried 
to break his bonds by sheer force. But 
although the ropes had been weakened, 
they refused to break. He returned to 
the flame again, and on the next attempt 
he was successful. So many strands had 
been burned through that the cords 
snapped and his hands were free. 

Quickly. Frank freed his brother. 

“Now! Let’s get out of here” 

“Where’d you drop the flashlight, 
Frank?” Joe stood up, rubbing his 
wrists. 

“Tt’s in the tunnel. I'll get it?” 

Holding the candle before him, Frank 
crossed the cave. In a moment he was 
back with the flashlight, which he 
switched on. 

“We'll have to go out the way those 
crooks did;’ he said. “With any luck at 
all we may make it” 

The boys stepped quietly into the 
passageway which the thieves had used. 
Ahead of them they could see a faint 
light. “It must be coming from that 


room where the cars are stored)’ Joe 
whispered. “Better turn the flash off” 

Frank snapped the switch, and the 
boys crept forward, feeling their way 
along the rough walls of the passage. 
Ahead of them rose a steady murmur 
of voices. Gus’ voice, giving orders, rose 
above the others. 

“Put those candles out and use the 
flashlight if you’re going to open that 
gasoline.’ 

The light ahead dimmed and went 
out. Evidently the candles were being 
extinguished. Finally there was only a 
feeble glow from the big cavern. The 
boys peered from their concealment in 
the tunnel and saw Alex and the man 
named Joe pouring gasoline into the 
tank of a big Cadillac. The only light in 
the cave was from a small flashlight held 
by a third man. 

“Now's our chance;’ whispered Joe. 
“We can slip around the edge of the 
cave and out that tunnel. They’ll never 
see us in this dim light’’ 

Almost before he stopped speaking 
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Frank was moving out, around the rim 
of the cavern. As quietly as possible, 
Joe followed. Absorbed in their work, 
the gangsters did not notice the two 
figures slip into the exit tunnel. 

Once out of sight of the big cave the 
boys almost ran through the tunnel past 
the stolen convertible and out into the 
open air. They stood for a moment in a 
heavy clump of bushes that obscured 
the entrance to the tunnel in the bluff. 
Brushing aside the branches, they 
stepped out onto the beach. 

Above them towered a rocky bluff. 
Down the beach they saw a break in the 
cliffs where a gully ran down from the 
Shore Road. 

“That must be the way they brought 
the cars down,’ said Joe. “Let’s get up 
there quick and find a phone. We've got 
to let the police know before they dis- 
cover we’re gone and run out of there?’ 

The boys raced to the gully. They 
could see no tire tracks in the soft sand. 
Evidently the thieves were careful to 





Frank and Joe stood for a moment in the heavy clump of bushes that hid the 
entrance to the caves. Brushing aside the bushes, they stepped onto the beach. 


cover up their traces when they brought 
a car in. But when they reached the 
gully and pushed aside the bushes 
which masked it, they could see tracks 
in the damp grass. 

Frank and Joe struggled up the gully, 
along a trail that led through the woods 
toward Shore Road. The underbrush 
had been cleared away for the passage 
of the stolen cars. At last they emerged 
from the bushes, ran across a grassy 
stretch and scrambled onto the high- 
way. 

“There’s a house’ Frank pointed 
breathlessly. “I'll bet they’ve got a 
phone’ 

The lean, sour-looking man who 
answered their knock was at first 
inclined to think they were a pair of 
pranksters up to some trick. By the time 
Frank had convinced him of the serious- 
ness of the situation, Joe was dancing 
nervously from one foot to another. 
“They'll get away, they’ll get away;’ he 
kept saying. 

“All right’ said the man. “Come on 


in. The phone’s there in the kitchen’’ 

Frank snatched up the receiver and 
put through a call to Chief Collig in 
Bayport. Hastily he told his story. 
“Hurry chief. They’ll be trying to leave 
any second. They have to bring the cars 
up from the beach near, near..” 
Stumped, he turned to the astonished 
farmer. 

“Where are we?” 

“Oh—” the man started. “Tell him 
Anderson’s farm, three miles out from 
town?’ 

Frank relayed the information and 
hung up. 

“They’ll close the road at both ends,” 
he told his brother. “Those crooks are 
caught for sure?” 

So it was that Gus, driving the first 
of the stolen cars up from the hidden 
caves, found Shore Road blocked by 
two squad cars. Leaping from his auto, 
the gangster tried to make a run for 
freedom. But he had gone only a few 
feet before he was brought down by a 





flying tackle expertly executed by Offi- 
cer Kubasak of Bayport’s police de- 
partment. 

Fenton Hardy arrived home late that 
evening. 

“T stopped to see Chief Collig;’ he ex- 
plained. “He had a lot to tell me about 
you boys.’ 

Frank and Joe grinned self-conscious- 
ly. Joe took a deep breath and prepared 
to launch into the story of the capture 
of the car thieves. But he hesitated. 
Mr. Hardy looked so severe! 

“T want to speak to you both;’ the 
detective said. “Come into my study” 

The brothers cast a nervous glance at 
each other, then followed their father 
into the warm, book-lined room. 

“You've managed to clear your friend 
Mr. Dodd?’ said Mr. Hardy. “Chief 
Collig has a full confession from the 
man Gus. He hid the stolen car on 
Dodd’s farm and put the fishing pole 
in it to throw the police off the trail. 
He was afraid they might get wind of 
those hidden caves. 

“I suppose you're pretty proud of 
yourselves, boys;’ Mr. Hardy went on, 
“and perhaps you've a right to be” 

Joe perked up and started to grin. 

“But...” 

Joe drooped. 

“But you went out and stowed away 
in the car against my express orders. 
I told you to leave that whole problem 
alone, and the first thing you do is jump 
right in it with both feet?’ 

“T’m sorry Dad}’ Frank spoke up. 

“You’re always sorry, Frank. But 
that doesn’t change the fact that you 
might have been killed today. You were 
lucky —it all turned out just fine. But 
it might have been very different?’ 

“I know, Dad. You’re right” Joe was 
chastened, too. 

“Well;’ the detective cleared his 
throat. “We'll say no more about it just 
now. But next time, stop and think for 
a minute. Do you promise me that?” 

“We promise;’ the boys chorused 
solemnly. 

“All right?” 

‘There was a pause. 

“Oh, and I have another little piece 
of news for you”? Fenton Hardy was 
smiling now. “Chief Collig wanted to 
call you about it, but then he decided 
to let me tell you.” 

“What news, Dad?” Frank asked. 

“While you two were out gallivanting 
around the countryside this afternoon 
the Auto Club put up a reward for the 
capture of the auto thieves. The chief 
said you’re to get it?’ 

“Yeow! A reward!” Joe started to do 
an impromptu Indian dance on the rug. 

“Oh, yes! And they’re going to give 
it to you ata dinner in your honor down 
at the Bayport Hotel. And the joke’s 
really on you boys;’ Mr. Hardy threw 
back his head and laughed heartily, 
“because at the dinner you’ll both have 
to make a speech!” 
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DEAR CHIP: 
You say you’ 
Te my pal. Y¢ 
what a good fri » You go al - 
to ioe friend you are. But ae bragging 
Sie poe are you so mean to me? ing I’d like 
iz now — », le? 
twice. Like te ae ea Ne helped me out once or 


aeons Pluto that time. 
‘om i it, T 
ites oa Eunk of it, T guess you’ve come to 
tena, ae mes I just can’t remember lof 
wane S not what I’m talking ab cree 
yeh you treat me that gets me doe i eae 
i nha thing, why does it sein h 
eae ale when our names appeai nie 
= fee y can’t it be “Dale ‘n’ Chip?” ste ~ 
ae Aas many movies as you have zl ee 
eee noes should always come first! ‘Ma ter 
Bin ee any more pictures until Walt 
second Aaais tego illing. I’m tired of playing 
esides that...If 
uae -:-4F you want to play in pi 
Bed ba fo pore you're going fs havent 
. I'm warnin, i Km 
on the hy POW! Rien 
, es more...POW! ight in dene eet 
ere 'y rights and from here on i "El gale 
Sy a a on in I’m going 


With perfumed regards, 
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AN 
OPEN 
LETTER 
TO ssecs 


DEAR DALE: 

Your recent letter is at hand and in reply would 
say: Phooey! 

You poor, misguided dope! Who do you think 
you are trying to tell me what to do? 

First of all, let’s get one thing straight. It’s about 
that “POW! Right in the kisser!” stuff. You 
wouldn’t DARE. Listen to me, chum... If it’s fisti- 
cuffs you want, I’m your boy... Any old time—and 
any old place. T’ll massacre you! 

But let’s discuss your so-called complaints on a 
higher plane. About the way our names appear on 
the screen... think “Chip ‘n’ Dale” is the only 
right and proper way to bill us. After all, every 
well known comedy team gives top billing to the 
actor who has the most brains! 

As to your threat not to make any more pictures 
unless our billing is changed —I say “fiddle-faddle” 
or, if you’d prefer, “pish-tush!” Just try to go out 
‘on your own and make a picture without me. You 
won't get very far, I promise you! 

But, let’s be sensible, chum. Let’s forget all this 
petty bickering and work together—as a team. Let’s 
bury the hatchet, and I don’t mean in each other! 
Let’s concentrate on making better cartoon pictures 
for all our fans. After all, they are the important 
ones—not us. 

Now, go crack a nut for yourself and stop acting 


like a ham. 
With fragrant greetings, 


CHIP 


HOW TO DRAW 





Chip and Dale are two friendly chipmunks who 
take great delight in mimicking others. They 
never look for trouble, but often find it just try- 
ing to protect their home and food supply. 
Dale, the more adventurous, is apt to get them 
in trouble, and Chip, who is usually cautious, 


is smart enough to get them out of it. 
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YOU'LL FIND IT MUCH 
EASIER TO DRAW THESE 
LITTLE GUYS IF YOU START 
WITH SIMPLE SHAPES. 
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KEEP THE EARS CLOSE TO- 
GETHER. STRIPES DOWN 
THE BACK START AT THE 
BASE OF THE SKULL. 
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CHIP AND DALE ARE 
NOT QUITE THREE HEADS 
HIGH... DRAW THE FEET 
FLAT ON THE GROUND. 
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UPPER ARMS ARE HEAVY 
AND TAPER TO SMALL 
WRIST AND HAND. FIN- 
GERS ARE SMALL AND 
CLAW-LIKE, 
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TO CONSTRUCT THE HEAD START WITH 
CIRCLE, ADD CENTER LINES, NOSE 
MASS, CHEEKS AND EARS AS SHOWN 


ON THE LEFT, THEN ADD ALL THE 
DETAILS AS SHOWN ON THE RIGHT. 


THERE 1S ONLY A 
SLIGHT DIFFERENCE IN 
THE ACTUAL DRAWING 
OF CHIP AND DALE. 
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DRAW DALE'S MUZ- 
ZLE AND NOSE BIG- 
GER AND ADD HAIR 
ON HEAD. BODIES 
ARE EXACTLY ALIKE, 
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by Marjory Anne Schmid 


The world is so full of exciting holidays that it would be hard to choose 
a favorite one—outside of Christmas or your own birthday, of course! 
But somewhere right up near the top of the list of favorites would be 
St. Valentine’s Day, with its bright red hearts, sparkling paper lace and 
romantic verses which for hundreds of years have said, “This is the day 
that hearts entwine. Will you be my Valentine?” 

‘Though no one seems to know exactly how St. Valentine’s Day began, 
there are several interesting legends about it. 

The first is a story about a man named Valintinius, who lived long ago 
in the days of the Roman Empire, about the year 270. Because he tried 
to convert the Romans to Christianity, Valintinius was arrested, con- 
demned and placed in prison. While in prison, he made friends with the 
little daughter of the prison keeper. And before he died on February 14th, 
he sent her a farewell letter which he signed “From your Valentine”’ 

After his death, Valintinius was known as Saint Valentine, and it is 
said that to this day, on February the 14th, we send valentines to those 
we love in remembrance of the letter he sent to the jailer’s daughter. 

A happier legend tells of the birds choosing their mates on the 14th of 
February. In celebration of that day, the young girls and boys of the 
Roman Empire drew lots at a festival, to choose their special friends or 
sweethearts for the coming year. There was dancing and singing, and 
great tables were laden with good things to eat. 

We don’t know what the real story is. Perhaps the Roman celebration 
was combined with St. Valentine’s name to make the holiday we have 
today. But we do know that for centuries St. Valentine’s Day has been 
filled with fun and excitement! 





































Hundreds of years ago very few people could read or write, so the first 
valentines were spoken greetings. The custom of sending written val- 
entines didn’t begin until the Middle Ages. The oldest known written 
valentine is 542 years old, and is on display in the British Museum in 
London, England. It was written in 1415 by Charles, the Duke of Orleans, 
while he was a prisoner in France during the Battle of Agincourt. 

In those days, it wasn’t possible to buy valentines in stores, as we do, 
so all valentines were made by hand. Little pieces of satin, lace and ribbon 
were put together very carefully. Then golden cupids, nesting doves and 
soft-colored flowers were placed around the most important part of all— 
a valentine verse, hand written. 

Because there were no mail-boxes or stamps, valentines were folded and 
sealed with bright red sealing wax and delivered in person. They were left 
on door-steps and hidden in hollow tree trunks. They were delivered in 
fancy coaches and by messengers on horseback. They were tucked into 
baskets of flowers and slipped through open windows. Each one, sent by 
a boy or girl, a king or queen, a grown-up or child, meant that someone 
was sending a loving thought on St. Valentine’s Day! 

And the same is true today! We borrow from all the old customs of 
St. Valentine’s Day, and add many new ones of our own. We decorate 
Valentine boxes in our classrooms at school, and serve tiny heart-shaped 
candies at Valentine parties. 

But today we’re particularly lucky, because our stores are filled to the 
brim with bright valentines of every kind—romantic ones and funny ones, 
valentines for sweethearts and for friends, for Mother and for Dad, for 
cousins and for aunts! There are even boxes of valentines we can make 
at home! 

And all these valentines mean happiness. They repeat the message 
that’s been said over and over for hundreds of years—“This is the day 
that hearts entwine. Will you be my Valentine? 


In the paragraphs below, descrip- 
tions are given of the characters who 
appear on the opposite page. Look 
them over and see if you can fill in 
the proper answers in the spaces pro- 
vided in the column adjoining the 
pictures. 

The answer to the first picture is 
given as an example. Count this when 
you count your score—one point for 
each correct answer. A score of 12 to 
15 is superlative; 10 to 12 is good; 
and 5 to 10 is passing. Under 5—but 
no one will score that! If they do, 
they'd better study up. Answers may 
be found on page 42. 


Here we go: 

1. This happy fellow with the big 
ears and wonderful disposition 
is known around the world. He 
believes in fair play, fun for all, 
and the idea that if you smile 
the world smiles with you. 


2. Vain, cocky, boastful, this char- 
acter loves to heckle other peo- 
ple, but if the tables are turned 
he flies into a rage. He has one 
great trouble: making people 
understand what he is saying. 


3. Neat, well-tailored and usually 
carrying his umbrella, this 
learned little guy has a good-na- 
tured way of telling you a lot 
about a lot of things. He wears 
a big hat, gloves and a stiff col- 
lar and always looks very perky. 
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fill in your answe 


. Very relaxed most of the time, 


with big feet and a funny laugh, 
this character gets a kick out of 
everything. He wears an old felt 
hat, is good-natured, always op- 
timistic, but rather slow-witted. 


. Clumsy but lovable, this fellow 


with the loose collar gets into 
amazing difficulties. Mostly 
happy and friendly, he can get 
angry, too, especially if some- 
one tries to make trouble for his 
master. 


. This little number is the pride 


and joy of a very alert and 
happy fellow in the dog world. 
In their story they overcame all 
their troubles, had a family, and 
lived happily ever after. 


. And this is the happy fellow we 


told you about in the paragraph 
above. At first he was a gay, 
carefree blade who roamed the 
city, but after he met his lady 
love he changed his ways and 
settled down for good. 


. This boy was made of wood, but 


even so he had a great many 
exciting adventures. And then 
one day a miracle happened and 
he turned into a real boy. And 
here’s one more clue: one day 
he found himself inside a whale! 


. This lovely girl had to do all the 


chores at home while her step- 
sisters had an easy time of it. 


MOUuUSEKAQUIZ 


How well do you know these cartoon 
friends? Read the Quiz directions below, 


s, then tally your score 





10. 


TH 


12. 


13. 


14. 


15. 


But a magic coach with pranc- 
ing horses took her to the ball, 
and her glass slipper enabled 
the handsome prince to find her 
again after he had lost her. 


This fellow became the sensa- 
tion of the circus when they 
found he could fly. Before that 
he had just been someone to 
laugh at. 


This animal had many friends 
in the forest including Flower 
the skunk. He grew big and 
strong but had to watch out for 
MAN who brought danger and 
death with his long stick that 
roared and shot out flames. 


The seeds of a certain fruit tree 
were scattered across America 
by this boy who grew to be a 
man with many friends among 
the people and the animals. 


A picture of grace, this bit of 
femininity is coy and sweet. 
Though she floats about with 
the greatest of ease, you never 
hear her speak. 


This fellow with the long, grace- 
ful ears and happy laugh be- 
came friends with the young 
Prince of the Forest. 


This four-footed, soft, furry 
animal lived with the boy made 
of wood. 


Write in your Mousekaquiz answers 
here, giving the paragraph number 
and the name of the character (the 
first one is filled in for you as a free 
answer). Then check your answers 
on page 42 and add up your score. 


A 1. Mickey Mouse 
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MUSIC MAKERS... 
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the plunk instruments. ..by Dick Huemer 


Of the four kinds of musical instruments, those that go “plunk” 
have perhaps the grimmest and most warlike origin. These are 
the string instruments. All descended from the bow and arrow. 

Our caveman ancestor was doubtlessly well aware of the 
twanging sound made when his arrow left the bow and sped 
toward its target. And, in idle moments, he may have amused 
himself by plucking the taut bowstring. He not only had a 
weapon, but a musical instrument as well. True, all by itself the 
thin, monotonous sound it made wasn’t much. But when accom- 
panied, say, by grunts or lusty shouts, it could be pretty stirring 
—at least to the untutored ears of the caveman. 

How long the prehistoric plunkers were satisfied with so ele- 
mentary a sound-producer is anybody’s guess—thousands of 
years, no doubt. But a step in the right direction occurred when 
someone more observant than his fellows made a discovery. 
When he held a bow against a hollow pottery jar and plunked 
it, the sound was much louder and more pleasing. Our caveman 
promptly fastened the bow permanently to the pottery jar. In 
doing this he changed it forever from a deadly weapon into a 
musical instrument. 

From then on came a slow but steady progression. In time, 
the pot or jar became a wooden box-like affair fastened at one 
end of the bow. More strings were added. Keys were placed in 
what had become the neck of the instrument. Now the strings 
could not only be held firmly, but each one could be tuned 
differently. 

The family of musical instruments which go “plunk” grew 
and spread over the world. And it changed. In ancient Egypt 
b, . the plunker was called a harp. In classical Greece it was a lyre, 


and in medieval Europe there was the lute. Oriental versions 
looked strange and different, and had their own peculiar sounds. 
i Then, when it seemed that all the ancient warlike origins of 
the plunk instruments had been left behind and forgotten, there 
came a reminder of the primitive past. Again, the great-grand- 
daddy bow sprang into use. It looked almost exactly as it had 
thousands of years back. But now it was not an instrument all 
Vf strings of its great-grandchild. 
| / Guitars, banjos, mandolins, zithers and the modern harp all are 


by itself, but a device to be drawn back and forth across the 

With time and modification, this partnership of two kinds of 
bows produced what many consider the most beautiful instru- 
ments of all. These are the violin, the viola, the cello and the 
bass viol. And these do have a legitimate place among the plunk 
instruments; not only do they have the necessary strings, but 
on occasion they are plucked, for example when playing pizzi- 
cato passages. 

And what a fine, brilliant family are our plunking friends. 


honorable members. Even the piano can be included, although 
its strings are struck instead of plucked. Actually, the first 
pianos, called harpsichords, operated on a mechanical, string- 
plucking principle. 

The next time you are at a concert, take a long look at the 
wonderful string section, and listen carefully. Your ears may 
barely detect the thin, plucking sound of the caveman’s bow. 
You won’t be able to see him, but he’s there all right, if only in 
spirit. He has every right to be. He started the whole thing. 
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A TRUE-LIFE ALPHABET 


A-—is for an Afternoon 
B-—is for a Bee 
C—is for his Coming 
D-—Direct at me. 
E-—is for Excited 
F—it wasn’t Fun 
G-—I tried to Gallop from 
H-—his angry Hum. 
I—he plunged his stinger In, 
J—is for my Jump 
K-—is for my punctured Knee 
for the Lump. 
M-—is when I yelled Mama! 
N-she was Not home— 
So, you can do this alphabet 
From O straight through to Z. 
T’ve got to get some liniment 
And bandage up poor me. 

— Dorothy Strebe 


MOUSEKERIDDLE 
by Mary Riegelman 





When anybody works me 
I always make a click, 
And though I only have one eye, 
That doesn’t mean I’m sick. 
Now when you look at me 
You'll see a busy creature, 
And the shutter that I have 
Is a very important feature. 
Oh, I can look at anything— 
Animal or bird, 
And the nicest thing about me is 
I never say a word! 
What am I? 

BIewleD Vy :4amsup 
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MICKEY’S TRICKS 


When Mickey Mouse played a 
part in Fantasia, he picked up a few 
tricks from the Sorcerer that he still 
uses at parties and get-togethers. 
They’re not real magic, of course, 
because the Sorcerer would never 
teach Mickey any of his magic, but 
they’re always good for lots of fun. 
Now Mickey wants to share them 
with you. 


One good trick is to be able to put 
your finger into a full glass of water 
without getting it wet. Your friends 
won’t believe you can do it, but it’s 
easy. Here’s what you do: 

Fill a glass with water. Then take 
powder —like face powder or talcum 
—and sprinkle it over the glass until 
the surface of the water is covered 
with a fine mist of powder. Then 
very gently push your finger down 
into the water. It will come out dry. 
You see, the powder forms a little 
shield on the water and keeps your 
finger from getting wet. 


You can make water rise in a glass, 
too. Here’s how: 

Take a candle about three inches 
long and set it upright in a bowl or 
baking dish. Then pour about two 
inches of water into the bowl. Light 
the candle. Now take an ordinary 
table glass, turn it upside down, and 
put it over the candle. The candle 
will flicker and go out. Then the 
water in the bowl will rise inside the 
glass until it is higher than it is out- 
side the glass. 

What’s the explanation? It’s sim- 


ple! The flame of the candle burns 
up some of the oxygen in the glass, 
so the water seeps in and replaces it. 


If you like mystifying your 
friends, here’s a game you can play 
with numbers that will really keep 
them guessing. 

First, write the number 1154 on a 
piece of paper, fold the paper and 
put it aside. Or better still, have 
someone hold the paper for you. 
Then ask one of your friends to write 
down a three-digit number, like 123. 
Any three-digit number is all right, 
provided the first and last digits are 
different. Don’t look at the number 
your friend has written down. 

Let’s suppose the number is 386. 
Have your friend reverse the order 
of his number, to get 683. Then ask 
him to subtract the smaller number 
from the larger one: 

683 
= 386 
297 

Tell him to reverse the number 
again, to get 792. 

Now have him add the two num- 
bers together: 

297 
+792 


1089 


Tell him to add 65. The answer 
will be 1154—the number you have 
written on the folded paper. 

Remember that any three-digit 
number will always give you an an- 
swer of 1154 if the first and last dig- 
its are different, and if you follow 
instructions. 


So you think you know your Mouseketeers? 


Below are clues that will help you fit the names 
of the Mouseketeers into their proper places in 
this crossword puzzle. To start you off right, 
we’ve given you a bonus. Name number 1 is 
Cheryl! The rest is up to you. When you've 
finished, check your answers by looking at page 42. 


Across 

1, A small red fruit upon a tree. 
Minus R, add L, equals me! 

3. Start with a D and end with an S. 
Six letters for me, none the less. 

6. Begin with an L, end with an E. 
Only six letters are “onn” me. 

8. I wear long blonde curls, you see, 
And my partner’s name is Cubby. 

10, Many, Many friends have I. Per- 
haps the short black hair is why. 

11. Lar— Oops! I nearly said it! 
Please pretend you haven’t read 
it. 

16. My name is like Margie’s and like 
Gene's, too. Know what it is? Of 
course you do! 

17. Bibbedy-bobbedy — start with a 
B. Now see if you can guess who’s 
me. 

18. I’ve got more E’s than the others 
—three. But the first one sounds 
like an I, you see. 

19. I’m a boy with an odd nickname 
—Cause my initials are the same. 





Down 

1, Oh,—— my boy — you know. That 
dash is where my name will go. 

2. There’s only one of me—Oh, joy, 
So you can guess my name is —. 

4, Six letters to my name, that’s all. 
Start with an S, be on the ball. 

5. My braids are short, I’ve got two 
E’s. And ballet is my specialty. 

7.1’m as little as I can be—Just 
because I’m young, you see. 

9. You saw me once as Corky, you 
see me every day. I’m a Dry 
Gulch cowgirl with a talent for 
ballet. 

12.1 lead the fun and sing a song. 
Guessing me won’t take you long. 

13. I help Roy, and Jimmie, too, So 
I see a lot of you. 

14. Start with a C, end witha Y. For 
a drummer boy I’m not so shy. 

15. Five letters, exactly, are all you 
see. End witha Y, start with a T. 














Puzzle by Marie Chicoine 
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Animal Autobiographies: 


by Charles Shows 





I am a raccoon—a relative of the giant panda bear 
who lives in the lofty mountains of China and Tibet. 
My name was given to me by the Algonquin Indians 
who called me “‘aracoon,” but somehow the name 
was shortened to just plain raccoon, and some folks 
simply call me ’coon. 

My scientific name is procyon lotor. That’s not 
easy to pronounce, but it means simply “the washer.” 
Yousee, I have a habit of washing my food thoroughly 
before I eat it. You might say I like to dunk before 
I dine. 

Today, members of the raccoon family live all over 
this continent, from Canada to South America. Usu- 
ally we build our homes in old tree trunks and close 
to a nice stream of water if possible. 

My family history goes back a long, long way. In 
fact, my ancestors were native Americans long before 
the ancestors of today’s Indian wandered into the 
new world from Asia about 20,000 years ago. 

If you ever met me, or any of my relatives, face to 
face out in the woods, you’d know me at a glance, 
because I wear a most unusual black mask. It makes 
me look like a burglar. 

Actually, I am sort of a night prowler. When the 
sun goes down, I get busy looking for food. I’m not 
at all fussy about my diet. I'll eat most anything 
handy: vegetables, nuts, fruits, honey, berries, fish 
—you name it and I’ll eat it. Confidentially, my big 
food problem is eating too much. I have a tendency 
to put on weight. 

After a busy night of prowling for food, I get my 
rest by climbing high in a treetop and taking a sun- 
bath and sleeping a little. When winter comes to the 
northern country, I hole up in some cozy hollow log 
where I take a long nap that may last for three 
months or more! 

Animals may come and animals may go, but rac- 
coons seem to go on forever. That’s because we know 
how to adapt ourselves to our surroundings. 

To survive, an animal has to use his head, same as 
a human being. I don’t like to brag, but a raccoon is 
among the ten smartest animals on earth. The others 
are the chimp, the orangutan, the gorilla, the mon- 
key, the dog, the cat, the elephant, 
the pig and the horse. 

Just to take one example, I love 
to eat mussels, but it’s almost impos- 
sible to open their shells. So I gather 
a few choice mussels, push them up 
on a sunny river bank and let the 
heat of the sun open them up for me. 

It’s all in knowing how! 

It takes a mighty clever dog to 
catch a’coon napping, too. At the first 
sound of baying hounds I take off on 
a merry chase that would baffle a 
bloodhound ~— along creek beds, 
across fallen logs, through the tree 
tops, doubling back on the trail, even i—- 
diving into the nearest lake to destroy 
the scent-trail and thoroughly con- 





When it comes to intelligence, the coon is tops! 
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fuse the pack at my heels. 

Most people are friendly to the 
raccoon family because we help man 
in many ways. We save thousands of 
trout, bass and other game fish for 
America’s fishermen by eating turtle 
eggs—before they grow up to be 
turtles and eat the fish. 

We also get rid of a lot of mice that 
would destroy seeds before they have 
a chance to grow into beautiful trees. 

Although I’m not very big —about 
the size of a big housecat—I can fight 
like a tiger when I have to. But on the 
other hand, I’m a pleasant sort of 
creature when treated kindly, and 
would make a playful pet for any boy 
or girl. 

So, if you ever see me out in the 
woods, just walk right up and say 

= . E “Howdy.” You can’t miss me—I’m the 
The raccoon believes in washing his food before eating. one wearing the burglar’s mask! 





The coon should be called “old timer,’ because his family was here centuries before the Indians came to America. 








illustrated by COLLIN CAMPBELL 


STALLION IN THE NIGHT. . «65 rosemary x: Roads 


Davy woke with a start. He held his 
breath, waiting, straining to hear again 
the far-off noise that had disturbed him. 

There it was again! A shrill whinny 
coming from the hills just north of the 
Flying M Ranch. 

Throwing back the covers, the boy 
slipped from his bed and went swiftly 
to the window. The moon had washed 
the hills in a flat, eerie radiance, in 
which familiar shapes loomed suddenly 
large and strange. Davy couldn’t see the 
horse until a shadow moved on the hill- 
side. A second later he heard the drum- 
ming hoofs—loudly at first, then fainter 
and fainter. 

He shivered in the chill air as he 
scuttled back to bed, to lay awake and 
dream and wonder. Could it be? A wild 
stallion? 

David Carney was fourteen, strong 
and smart. And he knew all about the 
training and care of horses. But he had 
never owned a horse of his very own. If 
this stallion who woke the night-time 
echoes on the hills was wild he could be 
caught. And once he was caught he 
could be trained. 

The next afternoon, after school, 
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Davy climbed to the hills north of the 
Flying M. He hoped to see some sign 
of the stallion—some clue that would 
help him locate the horse. But he could 
find nothing that would tell him more 
than he already knew. 

That night, and the next night and 
the next, he lay awake in his bed, hop- 
ing for the stallion to return. He began 
to grow discouraged. His dream of 
catching and training the wild horse 
suddenly seemed foolish, childish. 

Then, almost as if the phantom horse 
had heard Davy’s prayers, he was back. 
He came nearer the house this time, and 
the boy could watch from the window 
as he reared back, startled by some 
night-noise, and galloped away. 

Next morning, Davy told his father 
about the stallion. “He must be wild, 
Dad, or he wouldn’t be running loose 
like that. When he gallops you can hear 
that he hasn’t been shod” 

“Hmm! A wild horse, eh? You sound 
pretty interested in him, Dave. Do I 
know the reason?” 

Davy laughed. “You bet, Dad. I can’t 
do it alone, but if you’ll help me maybe 
we can catch him and train him?” 


“TI know you’ve always wanted your 
own horse, Davy. But that’s sure doing 
it the hard way. However, we’ll see. .” 
He pushed back his chair and stood up. 

“T’m going into town for some things 
we need. I’ll keep my ears open and 
see what I can find out about your wild 
stallion. In the meantime you'd better 
be getting along to school” 

“Okay, Dad” Davy wasn’t dis- 
couraged. His father wasn’t enthusiastic, 
but he wasn’t completely disinterested, 
either. 

When he got home from school that 
day, Davy found his father was already 
back from town. 

“Did you talk to anyone about the 
stallion, Dad?” he queried. 

“Yes, I saw John Lawrence and Gil 
Martin. Both of them have seen the 
horse. Guess the Flying M isn’t the only 
place he roams at night”’ 

Mr. Carney turned away from the 
door where he and Davy had been talk- 
ing, and walked into the kitchen. “Come 
on in and sit down, Davy?’ he said. “I 
want to talk to you” 

“What is it, Dad?” asked Davy. 

“Well? his father replied, with a grin 


on his face, “John and Gil are going out 
to trail that stallion real early tomor- 
row. I’m going too. And I thought that 
since tomorrow’s Saturday, and since a 
day on the trail probably wouldn’t do 
you any real harm, and since you seem 
to have fallen in love with that black 
spook, maybe you could go along and 
have a chance at him. Finders keepers, 
you know” 

“Gee Dad! That’s great” 

Davy and his father turned in early 
that night, and were up and in the sad- 
dle the next morning before dawn. They 
met the other searchers at Twin Forks. 
From there, each man would ride in a 
different direction, hunting the elusive 
stallion. 

“We'll meet back here in five hours,” 
said Gil Martin. 

“Are you going to ride with your 
Dad, Davy?” he asked. 

“Yes Mr. Martin” Davy was mounted 
on one of his father’s horses. “Shall we 
take the hills to the north?” 

“That's where you saw the stallion, 
isn’t it boy?” Gil Martin smiled. “Sure, 
you take the north. And good luck to 
you.” 

. Martin and Lawrence watched Davy 
and his father ride away to the north. 
“TI hope we don’t find that horse today, 
Gil) said Lawrence. “I hope the boy 
finds him. He wants that horse real bad” 

For more than three hours Davy and 
his father rode together, searching the 
hills. It began to seem hopeless. There 





was no sign of the stallion. Then, just as 
Davy was about to suggest turning 
back, he saw something move in the 
trees, off to the right of the trail. 

He was there! A beautiful stallion 
with a coat that glistened in the sun- 
light. Pure black except for two white 
stockings on his hind legs and a white 
star on his forehead, the horse had the 
build of an Arabian. 

“There’s your horse, Davy,’ whis- 
pered his father. “Take him!” 

Without waiting, lariat in hand, 
Davy moved in closer to the trees. The 
wild horse watched, wary and on guard. 
Then, suddenly, he broke from the 
grove of trees and raced away. Davy 
followed in close pursuit. Then, at just 
the right moment, his rope flew through 
the air. 

“You’ve got him, Dave!” His father 
was jubilant. Quickly the boy twisted 
the lariat around his saddle horn. 

“That's it. Slow him down easy,’ 
yelled the rancher, riding in close and 
shouting advice and encouragement. 

Suddenly, there was a snapping 
sound. Davy felt himself flying through 
the air, to land with sickening impact 
on the dusty ground. 

He was up again in a moment, brush- 
ing himself off and trying to get his 
breath back. “Darn girth broke on the 
saddle?’ he muttered to no one in par- 
ticular. “No-good saddle. Darn it any- 
way!” 

When his father reached him he was 





standing, watching the stallion race 
across the plain, the saddle bouncing 
and dragging behind. 

“Too bad, son,’ Mr. Carney said. “But 
we'll try again, don’t you worry” 

“Look Dad?’ Davy perked up. “He’s 
heading for those rocks. Maybe we can 
trap him there?” 

Davy ran stumbling to his horse and 
clambered up on the bare back. 

“You don’t give up easy, do you son?” 
There was admiration in Carney’s eyes. 
“Okay. We'll try again—right now!” 

In less than half an hour, the father 
and son had trailed the stallion far into 
the rocks. Davy, riding a little ahead of 
his father, stopped his horse suddenly. 
As the rancher rode up beside his son 
he caught a look of wild delight on the 
boy’s face. 

Before them was the magnificent wild 
horse—but not so wild, now. The saddle, 
trailing behind him on the end of the 
lariat, had caught between two boulders. 
The stallion must have fought to free 
himself, for he was winded and foam- 
flecked. But now he had given up fight- 
ing. Davy had his horse. 

“What are you going to name him, 
son?” Carney asked, later that day 
when the wild one was at last corralled 
at the Flying M. 

Davy thought a minute, then 
answered, “Tarzon, Stallion in the 
Night” And he turned away with a 
smile on his face and happiness in his 
heart. 
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The Lost Treasure Of The Gilded Man 


High in the mountains near Bogota, Colombia, lies 
Lake Guatavita. For hundreds of years the Indians have 
revered it as a holy place. And here, in this lonely spot, 
a fantastic legend was born; a legend that still excites 
the imagination of adventurous men. This is the legend 
of El Dorado. 

What does “El Dorado” mean? Translated, the name 
in Spanish is “the gilded one.” Was there ever an El 
Dorado? A gilded man? The Indians believe there was, 
and time has proved the legend is not without a founda- 
tion in fact. There are several versions of the legend, 
but all agree that the lake has a part in the mystery. 

In ancient days, men worshipped many gods—those 
who controlled the terrors of flood, fire and earthquake, 
as well as those who were the patrons of the good things 
of life. So what could be more natural than that tributes 
should be paid to ward off disaster and assure a bounti- 
ful life? Thus reasoned the wise men of the old tribes. 

Once a year, one version of the legend says, the chief 
of his tribe smeared his body with fragrant gums. Then 
the priests or medicine men blew gold dust through 
hollow reeds until the chief was covered with the glim- 
mering powder. Only then was he acceptable to the 
god he was about to honor. Like a golden statue, he and 
his feathered and bejewelled attendants paraded down 
to the shore. There they boarded a raft, or a canoe, and 
were taken out to the middle of the lake. Then, with a 
shout, the chief plunged into the lake. The gold dust 
soaked loose from the dissolving gum and sifted down 
through the water as a gift to the god. Then followed the 
gifts of jewelry, of gems and of gold, which the others 
flung into the glittering circle. The waters of the lake 
closed over them. The Indians felt the god was pleased. 

Another variation of the old story is that this cere- 
mony occurred at the beginning of a new chief’s reign. 
His gifts were to assure a safe and long reign. 


illustrated by HERB RYMAN 


Still another version tells of the chief who was so 
very wealthy that he had himself covered with gold 
dust every day. He wanted to shine like the sun. But, 
wisely enough, he also wanted a good night’s sleep. So 
each evening he bathed, and the gold dust was washed 
off in the sacred water. 

Whatever the variation, there is still something of 
fact. Some historians haye said that emeralds were 
mined by the Indians over a thousand years ago. Cer- 
tainly they were used, with gold, for religious cere- 
monies. And emeralds and golden ornaments have been 
recovered from the lake. 

But the lake is loath to give up its secret. Even the 
surroundings conspire against the treasure seeker. The 
country is rugged and there are many hazards, even 
including some that grow by the wayside. Particularly 
dangerous is one innocent-looking little tree, the 
manzanillo, and unlucky is the unwary person who 
comes in contact with it. A virulent poison drips from 
its leaves, causing rapid and painful swelling. It has 
been fatal to unknowing travelers who have sought 
shelter under it from the dew of the night. 

Treasure-seekers have tried to drain the lake, but it 
is fed with so many subterranean springs that soon the 
normal water level is regained. Moreover, as soon as 
the water level is lowered, the mud and silt that form 
the lake bottom dry to almost cement-like hardness. 
When the water level was lowered by one group of 
explorers, emeralds up to the size of pigeon eggs were 
found, so it is said, and estimates have been made that 
several millions of dollars worth of treasure in gold and 
emeralds still rest at the bottom of the lake. 

It may very well be that some day, some boy now 
reading this story will become the engineer who will 
solve the problem. The legend of El Dorado may lead 
him to the greatest treasure find of the century. 








Our old mailbox is still bulging with 
letters from our good friends all over the 
country. Here are a few we'd like to 
share with you. Hope you enjoy them. 
We did. —The Editor 


I watch the Mickey Mouse Club every 
day. Could you please tell me how I 
can get to be a Mouseketeer on TV? If 
I can’t be a Mouseketeer can I be on 
Talent Roundup? 


June D. 
San Francisco, Calif. 


I take tap and ballet lessons and my 
teacher says I have a lot of talent. I 
would like to be on the Talent Roundup 
on the Mickey Mouse Club. Please tell 
me how the boys and girls who are on 
Talent Roundup are chosen. 


Mary R. 
Jackson Heights, N. Y. 


We had our big National Talent 
Roundup in many cities across the 
country last summer. Some of the boys 
and girls who entered the National Tal- 
ent Roundup have been appearing on 
the television program, And of course 
you know that a number of new Mouse- 
keteers joined the program this season. 
So at least for this year there aren't any 
more places open on Talent Roundup 
or on the Mouseketeers. —The Editor 


It says in the magazine that some of 
the Mouseketeers are straight-A stu- 
dents. How can the Mouseketeers go to 
school and study and everything when 
they have to practice songs and dances 
for television? 

Larry M. 

St. Louis, Missouri 


Most of the time the Mousekeleers go 


to their own regular schools. They 
study and play just as you do. When 
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they are rehearsing and performing for 
the cameras, however, they aren't able 
to attend classes in their own schools. 
So they go to school in big red trailers 
parked right next to their sound stage. 
For three hours every day they keep up 
with their studies. This still leaves 
plenty of time for rehearsals and per- 
formances for the television program. 


—The Editor 


Please send me Lonnie Burr's address. 
I would like to write to him and ask 
him to be my pen pal. He is my favorite 
Mouseketeer. We have a lot in common 
because I want to be a dancer too. I like 
to swim. Please hurry and send the ad- 
dress so I can write Lonnie a personal 
letter. 

Bernice D. 

Boston, Mass. 





MOUSEKAQUIZ ANSWERS 
A-1 Mickey Mouse 
B-8 Pinocchio 
C-5 Pluto 
D-6 Lady 
E-11 Bambi 
F-2 Donald Duck 
G-13 Cleo 
H.9 Cinderella 
1-15 Figaro 
J-3 Jiminy Cricket 
K-7 Tramp 
L-14 Thumper 
M-10 Dumbo 
N-12 Johnny Appleseed 
0-4 Goofy 












Even though it isn’t pos 
Mouseketeers to write pet 
to all the boys and girls who have writ- 
ten to the studio, they want everyone to 
know they are grateful to hear from so 
many good friends. —The Editor 





I like the Mickey Mouse Club Maga- 
zine very much but I subscribed late 
and did not get the first issue. Could 
you please send me a copy of the first 


issue? Taucad: 
Little Rock, Arkansas 


We have had many requests for copies 
of the first issue, and we wish we could 
send a copy to each of our friends who 
has written and asked for it. Unfortu- 
nately, this issue is out of print and 
we do not have any copies left. 

—The Editor 





Answers to puzzle on page 35 












Mine are Mouseketeer skates 
and | never skated so well before ! 
I'm just learning... 


and my Mickey Mouse skates 
make it easy! 






oS 


i. 






Myf Tell your Mom and Dad ree a tal 
you want a pair too! Peas 
Theyie fun.. they te safe ‘ 
theyte fast!" ieee Pies BR Hickey Mouse 


roller skates 
for beginners 


(Ball Bearings! © Walt Disney Productions. 
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DONALD DUCK HAT 


The hat you'll see the Mouseketeers wearing on TV 





Now at your favorite de- 
partment or retail store. Be 
among the first in your 
gang to have one. 






Squeeze Donald’s Beak 
and hear his famous squawk. 





} i COPYRIGHT WALT DISNEY PRODUCTIONS 
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